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PREFACE. 


The book, cf which this is an English rendering, 
appeared in Denmark eighteen years ago, and was 
speedily followed by an English translation, now 
long out of print, issued by the publishers of the 
present version. In Germany it appeared very re¬ 
cently in a somewhat modified form, and has there 
aroused almost unparalleled interest, running, I am 
to|d, through upwards of twelve editions in the 
course of a year. The present English version is 
made from this German version, the translator faith¬ 
fully following the author’s powerful'conception, but 
pruning certain portions, recasting certain others, ind 
omitting some less interesting to English Readers, in 
the hope of rendering such a reception and appre¬ 
ciation as the book in itself deserves, yet more 
probable in this country., 

It may be interesting to some to know that ( the 
title is not quite a new one, for just before the^ death 
of Oliver Crojnwell a. book v^as published entitled 
’ Messiges from Hell; ~>r Letters from a Lost Soul. 
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PREFACE. 


This *1 have not had the opportunity of looking/ 
into; but*it must lje a remlrkalde Jjook, I do not c 
say, if it equals, but if it comes half-way tcwward the 
fearful interest of this voluifte. 

My sole motive towards offeuug to write a pre- 
face to the^present form of the work was my desire 
to have ft lAd in this country. In perusing the Ger¬ 
man a few fhonths ago, I was so much impressed with 
its imaginative energy, and the power of tnffh in it, 
that I felt as if, other duties permit*in^ I would 
gladly have gone through the no slight labour of 
translating it myself ;—labour I say, because no good 
work can be done in any fieki of literature without 
genuine labour; and one of the common injuries 
between countries is the issue of unworthy trans¬ 
lation. That tire present is of a very different kind, 
the readers of it will not be slow to acknowledge. 

I would not willingly be misunderstood : when I 
say the book is full of truth, I do not mean either 
truth of theory or truth in art, but something far 
deeper and higher—the realities of our relations to 
God and Jhian and duty—all, in short, that belongs 
to tile conscience. Prominent among these is the 
awful verity, that we make our fate* in unmaking 
ourselves; that men, in defacing ^he fmage of God 
in themselves, construct for*themselves a world of 
horror t and dismay ;, that of the outer darkness our 
own deeds and cha'r^cter ’art the informing or in¬ 
wardly creating cause ; that ,*f a man will note have 
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God,'he never can be rid of his weary and Hateful 
self. 


. Concerning the theological forms into which the 
writer’s irp^ginatio/is fall, i do not care to speak either 
for or against them here My Hbpe from* the boolt 
is, that it will rouse in some the prophetic imagina¬ 
tion* so that even from terror they may* turn to the 
Father of Lights, from whom alone come all true 
theories as well as every other good and perfect gift. 
One thing, in^ this regard, alone I would indicate—’ 
the'faint, ctll but inaudible tone of possible hope, cvcf 
and anon vanishing in the blackness of despair, that 
nqw and then steals upon the wretched soul, and a 
little comforts the heart of the reader as he gathers 
the frightful tale. 

Byt there is one growing persuasion of the present 
agv which I hope this book may somewhat serve to 
stem—not by any argument, but^ry such a healthy 
upstirring, as I have indicated already, of the imagina¬ 
tion and the conscience. In these days, when men are 
so gladly hearing afresh that ‘ in Him is no darkiltess 
at allthat God therefore could not haVe created 
1 any man if He knew that he must live in tortu/e to 
all eternity; and that his hatred to evil cannot be 
expressed by injustice, itself the one essence of evil, 
—for certainly it would be nothing less than in¬ 
justice to punish infinitely what was finitely com¬ 


mitted, no siryier being capabife of understanding 
the abstract enormity of what he does,—in these 
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days Hus adieu another falsehood—less, yet*very ( 
perilous: sthousand^ of halfAhinjters ^imagine that, 
since it is declared with such authority th%t hell 4a 
not evesiastf&g, there is # fcen nfc hell ig all To 
thch folly 1 tor one*have never given enticement or 
shelter! I see no hope for many, noVay for the 
divine love *to reach them, save through a very 
ghastly helk Men have got to repent; there is no 
other escape for them, and no escape from that • 

I confess that, while I hold the book to abound 
ip right genuine imagination, the art of it* seems* to 
me in one point defective:—not being cast in the 
shape of an allegory , but in that of a narrative />f 
actual facts—many of which I feel might, may be 
true—the presence of pure allegory in parts, and 
forming inherent portion of the whole, is, hoyever 
good the allegory in itself, distinctly an intrusk^n, 
the presence of a {greign body. For instance, it is 
good allegory that the uttering of lies on earth is the 
fountain of a foul river flowing through hell; t^it 
in (he presentation of a real hell of men and women 
and misery, the representation of such a river, with 
such^an origin, as actually flowing through the fright*' 
fill region, is a discord, greatly weakening the just 
1 verisimilitude. But this is the wdVst fault I have to 
*find with it, and cannot do much harm; for the virtue 
Of the book will not be much weakened thereby: 
and Ity mission is ndt*to aasvjer any question of the 
iatelfect, to please t^e fanc^ or content the fistic -l 
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faculty "but to make righteous use^of the 
fcorror; and| ir\ thi^ so* far as J know 
paralleled. a The book has a fearful title, 
tnore fearful^than \\4 title ; ^5ut if it help t 
away from that which alone is ifally h. 
taping of unrighteousness, it will prove its< 
come of a divine energy of jleliveraace. 

For my part, believing with my whole 
to kftow £od is, and alone is, eternal life 
he only knows Cod who knows Jesus Chri 
gladly, even by a rational terror of the 
probable, rouse any soul to the conscious.. 
does*not know Him, andjthat it must app- 
or perish. 

The close of the book is, in every respe< 
of imagination, that of art, that of uttera- 
gethj>r admirable, and in horror supreme, 
who shuns the horrible as a thing* in ar 
take heed that it be not a thing in fa 
cherished; that he neither plant nor*n<> 
root of bitterness whose fruit must be h 
doing of *wrong to his neighbour; and I 
# iF difference in the unlawful there be, ' 
unmanly of wrohgs- whose sole defence !. 
cowardly words* ‘ Alh I my sister’s keepei 

CxjpoRGE Mac !)• 
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LETTER I. 

I felt the approach of death. There had been a 
time of unconsciousness fallowing upon the shiverings 
and wild fancies of fever. Once more 1 seemed to 
be waking; but what a waking! The power of life 
was gortfc: 1 lay weak and helpless, unable to move 
han^/or foot; the eyelids which I had raised, closed 
again paralysed ; the tongue had grawn too large for 
the parched mouth ; the voice—my own voice— 
sounded strange iri my cars. I heard those say that 
watered me—they thought I understood not—‘11» 
is past suffering.’ Was I? Ah me! I |uffered 
more than human soul can imagine. I had a terrible 
conviction that I lay dying, death creeping nearer. 
I had always shrunk from the bare thought of it, but 
I never knew what it*meant*to be dying, nevhr before 
that hour. I lour ?—nay, the hours drifted into days^ 
and the days seemed one awful hour of horror ^nd 
agony at the boundary line of life. 

Whc^e was faith ? 1 had Believed once, but that 
was long ago. Vainly tried to call back some 

I 
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shred of belief; the poorest remnant of faifh woijld 
have s<&med a wealth of c<?mfo^t in*he deep angui^i 
, of soul that compassed me about There was noth¬ 
ing I couffi cling to—iftjthing \o uphold me. Lik« 
a drowning man* I would have snatched at a straw 
eves ; but there was nothing—nothing 1 That is a 
terrible word ; one word only in all human utteran*e 
being<nore terrible still—^too late 1 too late ! Vainly 
I struggled ; an agonising fear consumed what was 
left of me. 

And that which 1 would not c^l back stood up 
( before my failing perception with an urfsoughtr clear-, 
ness and completeness of vision—the life which lay 
behind me, and now was ebbing away. But little 
good had I done in that Ike, and much evil. 1 saw 
it: it stood out as a fearful fact from the background 
of consciousness. I had lived a life of selfishness, 
ever pleasing my own desire. It was truo* awfully 
true, that I had not followed the way of life, t*^t the 
paths of dcath^since the days even of childhood. 
And now I lay dying, a victim of my own folly, 
wretched, helplessly lost! One after another my 
tfjins rose before me, crying for expiation ; but k was 
too lal^j now—too late for repentance. # Despair 
Only was left; the very thought of repentance had 
fa'ded from the brain. 

Not yet fifty years old, possessed of everything 
that coirld make life pleasant, anfl yet to die—it 
seemed impossible, though I .felt that death even 
^hen had entered my being. There was death with- 
ifi^mc, and death _without; it spoke from the half- 
light of the sick* chamb'er; it Ipoke from every 
feature of the watchers abput me ; it spoke from the 
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qhurchyard silence that curtained my coifth. It*\vas 
a fearful hour, yid L th^ chief pefson, the centre of 
all ^that horror—every eye up<?n me, every ear 
listening f$r my p^ting breath. A shudder went* 
through mef: I felt as one already buripd—buried 
alive! 

Ope thought of comfort seemed left—1 spatched at 
it: it won’t go worse with you than*with ntostpeople! 
Is there anything that could have shown «the depth 
of wiy wretchedness more clearly than the fact that I 
could comfort myself with such miserable assunrticc ? - 
Was. it noti the very cause of all my misery that I 
had come by the broad way chosen by the many ? 

But what avails it now to depict the horrors of 
my«iast struggle, since qo living soul could compre¬ 
hend my sufferings, or understand what I felt, on 
entering the gates of death. Hell was within me. 
No, n^; it was as yet but approaching. 

The end drew nigh. Once more 1 raised my 
eyts, and beheld the terror distorting my own features 
reflected from the faces that watcmxl me. A deep- 
drawn sigh, a gurgling moan, a last convulsive 
wrepeh—and I was gone. . . . 

An unknown sensation laid hold of me. What 
was this'I felt ? Death had clutched my c\^ery fibre, 
fcut I seemed released, free, strangely free! Gon- 
sciousness had been fading, but was returning even 
now, waking as' tforn a swoon. Whctf was I ? 
Mist and night, desolatiop and emptiness, enveloped 
me ; but the dismal* space could not be called dark, 
for I could see, although there wa§ not a ray of "light 
to aid me. Tlfe first feeling creeping through me 
was a Sensation of cold, of inward cold, rising from 
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the very roSts of being ; chill after chill went through 
me ; I fhuddered* with clAttering Jeeth. And ai^ 
indescribable loathing seized mefborn of the nauseous 
vapours that wrapt me about ^Where was I ? My, 
mind revested to the story of the ricB man who, 
having died, lifted up his eyes in hey. Was I the 
rich man f But that could not be ; for of hijn th# 
story tells that h» longer^ for a single drop of water 
to cool hi* tongue, and it says he was tormented in 
flame. Now I was shivering—shivering w^h a fear¬ 
ful chid. Yet it is true, nevertheless—terribly true— 
about the tormenting fire, as I found out* ere lo*g. 

But consciousness, at first, seemed returned chiefly 
to experience an indescribable feeling of nakedness, 
which, indeed, might explaiq the terrible cold assail¬ 
ing me. I still believed in my personal identity, 
but I was merely a shadow of myself. The eye 
which saw, the teeth which chattered, did nqt exist 
any more than the rest of my earthly body existed. 
All that was left of me was a shade unclothed to fhe 
skin—nay, to theVnmost soul. No wonder I shivered; 
no wonder I felt naked. But the feeling of naked¬ 
ness, strong as it was, excluded shame. 

' It did not exclude a sense of utter wretchedness. 
All the manliness, my pride of former days, had left 
me.' Men despise abject cowards I know, but I had 
sunk below the contempt even of such a name. 
Wretched,, unutterably wretchcdy T was making my 
entry into hell at the very Jime when my obsequies, 
no doubt, were about to be celebrated on earth with 
all the pomp befitting the figure I had played. What 
bootfcd it that some 'priest with solemn chant should 
count me blessed, assuring the mourners that I had 
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gained the realms of gl^ry wherp tears are wiped 
^way and sorrc^ is jio more ? wl^t booted’it, alas 1 
sin«e I, miserable I, Ivas even then awaking to the 
'pangs of hell ? Wcl is m^—ah, woe indeed l 

I hastened onward. Was that earthr, «r what, 
that touched Hiy feet ? It was soft, spongy—a cjueer 
pavement! Possibly it consisted of thase good 
intentions with which, as some one*has pointed out, 
the road to hell is paved. Walking felt 'strangely 
unpleasaet, but I got along, walking or flitting, I 
know not whicl^nor yet how fast; on I went through 
mist'or dai*kness, or whatever it was. In the far 
distance, it might be some thousands of miles away, 
I perceived a glimmering light, and instinctively 
towSrds that light I direetcd my course. The mist 
seemed to grow less dense, forms took shape about 
me, but they might be merely the work of imagina¬ 
tion ; *hadowy outlines of castles, palaces, and houses 
appjtoring through the mist. Sometimes it was as if 
my blind haste carried me rjght thjyugh one of these 
ghostly structures. After a while I began to dis¬ 
tinguish human phantoms flitting alijng, singly at 
first! but soon in greater number. I viewed theip 
with horror, fully aware at the same time tjiat they 
were merely beings like myself. Suddenly a tropp 
5f these spirits surrounded me. I burst from th?m, 
tremblingly, but only to be seized upon by another 
troop. I say ^feized* upon„for they snatched at me 
eagerly, as if each one meant to hold me fast, shade 
though I was. Vainly they tried to detain mft, 
raising their cries incessantly. .But what efits! 
Their voices felfon my ear ae a*miscrable wheezing, 
a disnAl moaning. In jpy horror I gave a scream, 
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and lol it was .the sanqe puny frightful soun3. 
There was such A whirr of voices, ff could not pos* 1 
sibly make them out; jiot, at Beast, beyond certain 
constantly repeated questions, like, ‘Whence do you 0 
come?’ f or, 1 Whst is the news?’ Poor me, what 
caretl I for the news left behind! And it was not 
so much ‘the question, whence? but rather its" awful 
opposite, t whither bound ? that filled my soul. 

Luckily there were other miserable wanderers 
speeding along the same road, and while the swarm¬ 
ing troops tried to stop them I managed to escape. 
On I went, panting, not for bodily, but spiritual, ' 
distress, till at last I reached a lonely spot where I 
might try to collect myself. 

Collect mysclfl What was there left to collect 
—what availed it to consider, since I was lost, hope¬ 
lessly lost? 

Overpowered with that thought I sank''to the 
ground. This, then, was what I had come to<, I 
had died and found myself in hell, in the place of 
weeping and gnashing of teeth, of torment, alas, 
beyond conception. This, then, was the end of life’s 
enjoyment. Why, ah why, had I been satisfied to 
halt between faith and unbelief, between heaven and 
hell, to the last moment ? A few short months agp, 
or, who knows, perhaps even a few days before the' 
terrible end, it might have beep time still to escape 
so dire a fate. But blindly I had walked to destruc¬ 
tion ; blindly ?—nay, open-eyed, and I deserved no 
better. 

' jhis latter thought was not without a touch of 
bitter satisfaction. After all, even hell had' some¬ 
thing left that resembled satisfaction 1 But, in truth. 
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h hatetfr myself with a burning implacable hatred in 
spite of the sejf-love which had* accompanied me 
tiither unimpairSd. I And remerr/bering the many 
^o-called good intentions *f my sinful .life, I felt 
ready to teat myself to pieces. In sooth, I ‘myself 
had assisted c^ligently in paving tRe road to hell! 

, Bi^t that feeling was void of contrition, f felt 
sad; I felt ruined and miserably, undorte. I con¬ 
demned, I cursed myself; but repentance was far 
from me. Oh, could I but repcht! I know there 
is such a thing, but the power of repenting is gone, 
gone.for evfr. I did not at first see myself and my 
position as I do now. I only felt miserable and 
hopelessly lost. And though I hated myself, at the 
sanie time I pitied mysejf most deeply. Would that 
I could have wept 1 Poor Dives sighed for a drop 
of water ; I ke*pt sighing for a tear, a poor human 
tear, f<jr somehow I felt that tears could unbind me 
fronj’all my grief. I consumed my powers in vain 
efforts to weep, but even tears were of the good 
things beyond me now. The effdft shook my soul, 
but it was vain, vain ! 

J started suddenly ; there was a vdice beside me, 
a young woman with a babe on her arm. 

‘ It is* hopeless trying,’ she said, almost'tenderly, 
her features even more than her voice bespeaking 
sympathy. ‘ I myself have tried it, and tried again ; 
but it’s no use. There is no water here, not as much 
even as a single tear.’ 

Alas, I felt she fcpoke the truth. The time w^s 
when I might have wept, but I would not; now I 
longed to weepf but could not { 

THfe young woman—she was hardly more than a 
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girl-*-sat dbwn teide me. Indescribably touching 
was the £xpressioit of sorrowing fondness with which 
she gazed upon ttae babe in Ifcr lhp, a tiny thing 1 
‘which apparently had not lived \nany dajfo . 

Afthr a t pause she turtied again to Lie. It was 
not I, but the chile! which occupied he^r attention. 

‘ bon't you think my baby is alive ?’ she sai^ 

‘ It is not dead, tell me, though it lies so still and 
never gives a cry.’ 

To tell the truth I thought the child was daad, 
but fchad it not in me to grieve the poor creature, so 
I said— 

‘ It may be asleep—babies do sleep a good deal.’ 

‘Yes, yes, it is asleep,’ she repeated, rocking the 
child softly. 

But I sat trembling at the sound of my own 
voice, which for the first time had shaped itself to 
words. 

‘They say I killed my child, my own little b'aby,’ 
she continued. ‘ But don’t you think they talk fool¬ 
ishly ? How shotfld a mother find it in her heart to 
kill her child, her very own child ?’ and she pressed the 
little thing to her bosom with convulsive tender^ss. 

v The sight was more than I could endure. I rose 
and left 'her. Yet it soothed my own misery that 
for'a moment I seemed filled with another’s grief’ 
rather than with my own. Her grief I could leave 
behind. I rose and fled, but my dwn wretchedness 
followed on my heels, 

, Away I went, steering towards the distant light. 
It was as though a magic power drove me in that 
direotion. To the rijjht and left of nte the realms of 
mist appeared cultivated and inhabited. Stfrange, 
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fantastic shapes and figures met my view, but’ they 
‘seemed shadows only fcf thingsj and men. Much 
that I saw filled ike with terror, while everything 
acfded to Tny pain. ' By defrees, however, I Ijegan to 
understand* that wretched negati^cness of existence. 
I gathered ^cperience as I went on, but wh^t ex¬ 
perience ? Let me bury it in silence. Oae incident 
I will record, since it explains hftw I first came to 
comprehend that horror-teeming state of tilings. 

.1 was stopping in front of one of those trans¬ 
parently shadowy structures ; it appeared to *be a 
tavern. Ir\the world I used to despise such localities, 
and would never have demeaned myself by entering 
one. But now it was all the same to me. They were 
making merry within, J saw,—drinking, gambling, 
and what not. But it was an awful merriment in 
which these horrible shades were engaged. One of 
them, to all appearance the landlord, beckoned me 
to e^Tter ; an inviting fire was blazing on the hearth, 
antf, shivering as I was, I went towards it straightway. 

‘Can’t you come in by the cToor?’ snarled the 
landlord, stopping me rudely. 

Abashed 1 stammered, ‘ I am so cold, so miser¬ 
ably cold !’ 

‘ The* more fool you for going naked r cried the 
fcllow, with an ugly grin. ‘We admit well-dressed 
people as a rule.’ 

Involuntarily 1,'thought of my soft Turkish 
dressing-gown and its warm belongings, when, lo! 
scarcely had the idcA been shaped in my brain thas 
I found myself clothed in dressing-gown, smolfigg- 
cap, and slipper*. At the sapie.’time my nakedftess 
was net covered, and I felt as cold as before. 
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I moved towards the hearth, putting my tre/hblingt 
hands to the grate ^ but the Dlaze emitted no warmth 
; —it might as well have been pafntecf on canvas. , 

I tumecf away in d^pair. nhe merry-making 
shades laughed harshly, calling me a fool for my 
pains» One of them handed me a gablet. Now I 
had never < been a drunkard, but that feeling ol 
indescribable emptiness within me prompted me to 
seize the cup, lifting it to my lips eagerly that I 
might drain it on the spot But alas the jiothrng- 
ness 1 my burning desire found it $n empty cup, 
.and I felt ready to faint. 

My horror must have expressed itself in my 
features, for they laughed louder than ever, grinning 
at my disappointment I bore it quietly. There 
was something frightfully repulsive in .their unnatural 
merriment, cutting me to the soul. 

The carousal continued ; I, with wildly-confused 
ideas, watching the strange revelry. * 

Recovering njyself, I turned to the churlish 
landlord: 

‘What hoqse is this?’ I asked, with a voice as 
unpleasant and gnarling as his own. 

' It’s \ty house !’ 

.That was not much of information, so I asked 
agarn after a while: ‘ How did it come to be her£ 
—the house I mean—and everything?’ 

The landlord looked .at me* with a sneer that 
plainly said, 'You greenhorn, ( you!’ vouchsafing 
hbwever presently: ‘ How it came here ?—why, I 
thought of it, and then it was.’ 

That was light dh the subject ‘‘Then the house 
is merely an idea?’ I went pn. 
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' Yes, of course ; wh^t else shpuld it be ?’ 

‘ Ah, indeed^yoimgster,’ cried 4ne of the'gamblers, 
turning upon me, ‘jhere w| are in the true land of 
magic, the yke of which was never hearcf of on earth. 
We need but imagine a thing, and then’we have it. 
Hurrah, I saf, ’tis a merry place!’ and with frightful 
laughter that betokened anything but ,&tisfaction, 
he threw the dice upon the table. 

Now I understood. The house was imaginary, 
the fire* without warmth, the tapers without .light, 
the cards, th* dice, the drink, the torn apron 
even of thfe landlord—everything, in short, existeci 
merely in imagination. One thing only was no 
empty idea, but fearful reality—the terrible necessity 
which forced these shadowy semblances of men 
to appear to be doing now in the spirit the very 
things they did in the body upon earth. For this 
reasorf the landlord was obliged to keep a low 
ta>i£rn ; for this reason the company that gathered 
there must gamble, drink, and .swear, pretending 
wanton merriment, despair gnawing their hearts the 
while. 

*1 looked at myself. This clothing then wht«h 
could not cover me, far less warm my froJen limbs, 
was but the jugglery of desiring thought ‘ Lie! 
falsehood! away!’ I cried. Oh that I could get 
away from myself I Alas! wretch that I was, I 
could at best escafre but »the clothing wflich was no* 
clothing. I tore it, from me, rushing away in head¬ 
long flight, conscious only of my own miscratflc 
nakedness, fiendish peals of laughter following’ me 
like t^e croaking of multitudinous frogs. 

How long I wandered, restless spirit that I was, 
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1 cannot tell. If t^iere weref such a thing as division' 
of time ih hell, doubtless it would b$°imaginary like 
everything else. The distant i'ight wa^ still my 
goal. But 'so far from ,reaching it, I seemed to 
perceive that it grew weaker and weaker. This, at 
first, I took to be some delusion on my 1 part, but the 
certainty presently was beyond a doubt. The c light 
did decrease till af last it was the mere ghost of a 
radiance; it was plain I should find myself in utter 
darkrjess before long. 

It was a fact, then, scarcely to be believed, but 

2 fact nevertheless, that, miserable as I Was, I could 
be more miserable still. I shrunk together within 
myself, anxious, as far as lay with me, to escape the 
doings of the dead. People On earth may think tliat 
even in Hades it must be a blessing rather than a bane 
to occupy one’s thoughts with the affairs of others. 
Oh, happy mortals, happy with all yo"ur gricib. and 
woes, you judge according to your earthly capacities. 
There is no such oblessing here, no occupying one’s 
thoughts against their own dire drift 1 And as for 
diversion, that miserable anodyne for earthborn 
trouble, it is a thing of the past once you have closed 
your eyes* in death. 

It is impossible for me to tell you, since you 
could not comprehend, to what extent a man here 
may shrink together within himself. Be it enough 
to say I cowered as a toad in a hole, hugging my 
miserable being, till I was roused by a groan coming 
fr6m somewhere beside me. I started affrighted and 
looked about. The darkness being still increasing, 
I, with difficulty, distinguished another cohering 
figure looking at me furtively. The face was strangely 
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distorted, and the creature had a* rope round its 
neck, the hand^ being constantly frying to sfecure the 
enc^s; at times also^a finger would move round the 
neck as if\o loosen the rojJfe. The figure locked at* 
me with ey€s of terror starting f{om the Jiead, but 
not a word would cross the lips. It was plgin I 
ipust.make the beginning. , 

‘The light is decreasing,’ I saiti, pointing in the 
direction whence the pale glimmer emailated. ‘ I 
fea/» we jhall be quite in the dark presently.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Jhe figure, with a gurgling voice’; ‘it 
will be night directly.’ 

* How long will it last?’ 

‘ How should I know ? It may be some hours, 
it may be a hundred years.’ 

‘ Is there such difference of duration ?’ 

‘ We don’t perceive the difference ; it is always 
l° n S>Jj‘ghtfully long,' said the figure, with a dismal 
mo?/!. 

'* But it is quite certain, is it not, that daylight 
will reappear?’ 

‘ If you call that daylight which we used to call 
dus^ upon earth, we never get more. I strongly 
suspect that it is not daylight at all ; ,however, 
that matters little. I see you are a newcomer 
ftere.' 

I could but answer with a sigh, ‘ Yes, quite new: 

I died but lately.’’ 

‘A natural death?’ qperied the spectre. 

‘To be sure ; wHat else ?’ 

That ‘what else’ evidently displeased the trea- 
ture ; the distorted face looked zk me with a horrible 
grimace, and there was silence. 
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I, for part, cared little to continue so unpleas; 
ant a conversation! but the Spectre resumed ere long : 

‘ It is hard to be doomed to crfrry one’s life in 11 
one’s hand* There is Ao rest for me anywhere; I 
am for e^e{ trying^to esca r pe; there is nut a creature 
but \/ants to hang me. Indeed, you <are capable of 
doing it yourself, I see it in your eyes; only being 
fresh here you arc too bewildered as yet with your 
own fate to be really dangerous. Do you see the 
ends of this rope? It is my one aim to present 
people getting hold of them, for if once they succeed 
I shall be hanged in a jiffy.’ 

The spectre paused, going on presently: 

‘ It is but foolishness and imagination I know; 
for since no one can take w,hat I have not got, how 
should any one take my life? But I am utterly 
helpless, and whenever this foolish fear possesses me 
afresh, I must run—run as though I had a thousand 
lives to lose—as though hell were peopled witlf mur¬ 
derous hangmen.’ 

The spectre moaned, again trying to loosen the 
rope with a finger, and the moaning died away into 
silence. 

£ 

We s/it, but not for long. I made some move¬ 
ment with the arm nearest my wretched neighbour. 
Evidently he imagined I was for seizing the rope, 
the ends of which he was tightly grasping, and, like 
a flash of .lightning, he vanished /rom.mv side 
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I STAYED where I was, and soon found myself buried 
in darkness. Did I say soon? Fool that I amf 
How can I tell what length of time passed before it 
betaine absolutely darl$ ? One thing only I know, 
that darkness grew with increasing rapidity and den¬ 
sity till it was complete at last At last /’—when but 
a m^pient since I called it soon? How unfit I am 
to^udge at all 1 

* How shall I describe the darkness? Mortal man 
could never conceive it. Of very great darkness 
people are apt to say it is to be felt, or to be cut 
witji a knife. Hut even such manner of speech will 
not define the night of hell. Darkness here is so 

i ’ 

dense, so heavy, it oppresses poor souls as with the 
weight of centuries; it is as though one were wetfgcd 
in between mountains, unable to move, unable to 
breathe. It is a,flight beyond all earthly conccp-. 
tion ; perhaps that is why the Bible calls it the outer 
darkness, which, I lake it, means uttermost t 
Thus I was sitting in the narrowest prison, shiver¬ 
ing with cold, trembling, with terror, miserable, 
wretched beyond utterance; I, who but a short 
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while since had the world jet my feet, enjoying life* 
and the Aches and pleasure thereof. e 0 Shivering with 
fold—yes; but, I must add, consumed with an inward 
fire. 

TerriUe-truth !« That the torment of hell should 
consist in an awful contrast—cold without and a con¬ 
suming fine, within, compared to which the burning* 
sands of Sahara even seem cool as the limpid wave. 
And what’shall I s^ of the unutterable anguish— 
hell's constant fear of death ? For with the growing 
darkness a growing fear falls upon the tortured soul, 
agonising as the pangs of death. Happy if chey 
were but pangs of death 1 but there is no dying here, 
only a continuous living over again in the spirit of 
that most dread of earthly conflicts, a panting‘for 
life, as it were, a wailing and moaning, with pitiful 
cries for mercy, cries for help, but they fall back upon 
the soul unheard—unheard ! 

Do you know what it is to be lying on a bed of 
misery night afterlight, courting sleep in vain, worn 
with affliction, trouble, or grief? Let me tell you, 
then, that this, is sheer bliss as compared with the 
sufferings of a night here, endless in pain as it scorns 
in duration. For at last, poor earthly sufferer, your 
very sorrows become your lullaby ; nature claims 
her ’due; you sleep, and sleep drowns your woe, 
transfiguring it even with rosy-fingered dreams, re¬ 
storing yoti to strength the while.’ Ajid you awake 
to find that a new day has risen, with grace and 
hope, and smiling with fresh endeavour. 

Happy mortal—ay, thrice happy—whatever your 
lot may be, however poor and sorrowful you may 
deem it For remember that as compared with us 
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here, tht? most miserable beneath the'sun *might call 
themselves bless^l, if only they cou’fj free themselves 
frorn delusion and tal^e their troubles for what they 
are. For, s'trange as it may sound, in /he world, 
which we knbw to be a world of realities,^trouble 
more or less ^consists in imagination—‘thinking 
mjkes.it so;’ whereas here, where all is. shadow 
and nothingness, misery alone is re^. In’the world 
so much depends on how one takes trouble*; in hell 
there*is bqt one way of bearing it—the hard, unyield¬ 
ing must. ' 

Oh. to be, able to sleep, to forget oneself though 
but for a moment,—what mercy, what bliss ! But 
why do I add to my pangs by thinking of the 
impoasible ? I seem to }?e weeping, as I write this, 
bitter tears, but they blot not the unhappy record ; 
like leaden tears they fall back upon the soul, adding 
to her^yeight. . Did I say tears ? Ah, believe me, 
it is hut a fashion of speaking! 

'Inus I sat, spending the endless night—a night 
of death I had better call it, since it'differs so terribly 
from the worst nights I knew on earth. I suffered 
an agony of cold, but within me there burned the 
quenchless torment of sin and sinful desire-^-a two¬ 
fold flame’ I know not which was strongest; it seized 
upon me alternately, my thoughts adding fuel to the 
terrible glow. * 

My sins ! Wha’t .boots it now to remeir&er them, 
but I must—I must The life of sin is behind me, 
finished and closed ; ‘but with fearful distinctness it, 
lies open to my vision, as a page to be read, npt 
merely as a wholfe, but in all jts ininutest parts. * I 

seem to* have found it out now only that I am a 

• 

2 
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sinner, or i^thef that I was one, for on earth I some¬ 
how did not kno^ it Tile successful way in which 
I managed to suppress that ^consciousness almost 
entirely seems to prove, if not my own, at any rat^ 
the devil’s, consummate skill. I say almost entirely ; 
I cyuld not stifle it altogether, but H I managed to 
keep it jn a prison so close that it troubled me 
rarely. And if'conscience at times made efforts to 
be heard, the voice was so gentle that I never hesi¬ 
tated to disregard it. Yes, Satan succeeded so well 
with me that I never thought of my sins, really 
forgot them as though they were not. M 

But now—now? that seeming forgetting truly 
was the devil’s deceit My sins are all present now ; 
I see them, every one of tfyem, and none is wanting ; 
and indeed their number is far_ greater than I could 
have believed possible. A thousand trivial things— 
not trifles here, though I once believed them such— 
raise their front in bitter accusation. Life lies before 
me as an open book, a record of minutest detail, and 
what seemed scarce worth the notice once has now 
assumed its own terrible importance—sin succeeding 
sin, and the remainder folly. My anguished soul 
turns h^.her and thither, writhing and moaning ; not 
a spot is left where she might rest—not a' moment’s 
peace to soothe her; shut in with sins innumerab’e, 
she is the prey of despair. 

And yet 1 never was what'fhfe world calls a bad 
man. I was selfish, but not void of natural pity ; 
having a carnal mind, but not ’barren of intellectual 
tastes ; ruled by strong appetites, but too much of a 
gehtleman to give bpep cause of offence. I was even 
good-natured, helpful and kind, where it tlid not 
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flash with some dominant passion. Indeed I was 

^iot only a gen«ral favourite, but ^enjoyed ftniversal 
respect In short, T was a man whom the world 
♦could approve of, and if Reared not t# serye the 
world, the naore was I desirous it*should» serve me. 
Without faith,«md following no aim, I lived to enjoy 
tt»e moment Yet I was not always without faith. 
There had been a time, in the far-efff days of child¬ 
hood when I believed lovingly,, ardently * but on 
entering ^the world faith, having no root, faded as a 
flower in the nopnday heat. And once again, having 
reached a *ertain point in my life, it seemed to 
revive, to blossom anew ; but everything failing, it 
also failed, and never yielded fruit At the same 
tim@I had never quite plucked it out of the heart 
To my dying,hour I had a feeling that some¬ 
thing of the God-seeking child was latent within 
me, of^the childhood in which I began, but never 
contkiucd. 

In the days of manhood I followed passion. Do 
you care to inquire ? f ashionable amusement, the 
excitement of fast living, the enjoyment of beauty, 
piquant adventure, the pleasure of the senses in shorty 
—that is what I lived for. 

Oh the fire within me—kindled long ago, in the 
iteys even of bodily life! It did not then cause fhe 
pain it causes bow, or rather—since fire cannot be 
dissociated from suffering—it burned with a pain 
akin to delight. But now, alas! there is a consum¬ 
ing emptiness within, desire feeding upon imagina-* 
tion, feeding upon my very soul unappeasably. 
To be burnt alfve would be, asf nothing compared 
to that* torment, for then the hope would remain 

Cx " 4 ^ 
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that there must he an en^. But there is no end 

now, no hope of deliverance. 

And yet I have n<jt confessed all .the pangs 
of tha* terftble first night I am ashamed to own 
what I fn^y not 4iide! For, apart from all those 
horrdrs common to all, I have a grief ft> myself alone 
—most oT jthose here have a load of pain pertaining 
to themselves only—an aching sorrow weighing upon 
my soul distinctly .separate from all general woes; 
it hqs not left me for a moment since first £ opened 
my eyes in hell. It is but a little story, but one of 
those experiences which are of far deepef importance 
in our lives than would seem credible. 

My thirty-first birthday found me in a village 
tavern away from home. After more than a yhar's 
absence—the journey extending as far as the Holy 
Land—I was returning the unhappiest of mankind, 
bowed down with mourning, and ill bearing ti“ hurt 
of disappointed passion. Three we had beet, on 
setting out, two«c>nly returning. Journeying home¬ 
ward we stopped on the road, a sudden storm obliging 
us to seek shelter in a common inn. 

There are strange things in life. Having for 
months been dead to all sympathy, it was sp ordered 
that I should find here an object to rouse me from 
my stupor—to call me back to life. It was but "a 
ragged boy, some eight or nine years old, whose 
mother had been one of’ a troop of strolling actors. 
For some reason or other the pompany had broken 
hp, r and her body presently was found in a neigh- 
bbyjring swamp. He was a poor little fellow, forlorn 
and neglected, and as shy as a wild thing of the field, 
disconsolate in his grief. He had loved tenderly, 
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^assioftately—so had I; Jhe had lost all fie had loved 
—so had I. 

t But there wds more. The boy’s nature fascinated 
me strangely. His impetilbsity, his stajid-o^T pride,* 
even his intfactable wildness, sonyhow strijck a con¬ 
genial chord in my own deepest soul. I felt as if I, 
l only, could understand him ; as if I, irs his place, 
would have been just like ljim. Atid despite his rags 
he was a lovely boy. Those dark tearful* eyes had 
an ‘expression that went to the heart; those un¬ 
combed locks cjverhung features which, without being 
regularly l^indsome, were intensely attractive. In 
short, it was one of those boy-faces which Murillo 
loved to paint What shall I say, but that the child 
from the first moment caught my heart ? As no one 
cared to have him, I took him. with me. 

His mother had gone by the name of Rosalind. 
The l^>y just called her ‘ mother,’ and knew no other 
name. But the appellation Rosalind to all appear¬ 
ance pertained to the actress only, and there was 
nothing left to give a clue to her identity. If there 
had been anything the poor creature took it with her 
to l^er watery grave. The only thing leaving a faint 
hope of eventual discovery was the figure ^f a swan 
surrounded by unintelligible hieroglyphics imperish- 
%bly etched upon the boy’s right arm. He went by 
the common rtame of Martin, and spoke a jargon, a 
jumble rather 6f 'scleral languages, but fraught with 
unmistakable echoes of my own native tongue. 

I took him with* me. Three we were on settir^j 
out, three returning—but what a change 1 

He grew u£ in my care, a •nameless foundling. 

I never discovered the faintest light to unravel the 
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mystery ofliis b*!rth ; but ^ always believed ft)at th£ 
swan ujJon his aJta sooner or later *vould assist in, 
explaining his extraction. Marfin hardly ever 
quitted my\presence, an& people said I had adopted' 
him by yay of a glaything. Maybe th8re was some 
truth in this. The boy’s lower nature blossomed 
luxuriantly, at the cost, surely, of his moral develop* 
ment Conscious of forye, and exuberant with un- 
shapcd ldngings, passionate and self-willed, he was 
nowise easily managed. I am ashamed fo say I 
sometimes took an evil delight in flaying with the 
child’s slumbering passions, now exciting them to 
full liberty, now reigning them up suddenly. Still, 
he was more than a plaything to me : he ruled my 
heart. This may partly bp accounted for by*the 
fact that I saw my. own nature reflected in the 
boy’s; perhaps, also, the strange affection was merely 
fancy-bom, the whim of a moment, growing into 
habit That much is certain, I loved the -boy. 
And I could count them on my fingers, I fe'ar, 
whom I loved beside myself. 

The child responded to my affection ardently, 
passionately. It sometimes happened, when I had 
teased him in ungenerous amusement, and he, stung 
to fury, refused submission, that I, in assertion of 
power, would place my foot upon his neck, whei» 
he would humble himself suddenly, and, clasping my 
knees, would wail for forgiveness^, ‘At such moments 
ae would have borne the vilest cruelty, patiently 
poping for a return of tenderness. He whom the 
lifcest punishment at times could not move, now 
pent himself in tears £t my feet, looking to me as 
o the one soul beside him in the universe. * That 
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l<Jve of \he child’s touchcjl me deepfy, appealing to 
§11 that was best* and truest in mylieart We would 
mal^e peace agafn and renew the bond of affection, 
«vhich was tied all the faster for such* incidents. 
Thus love moved between us, sweying in .ti^es, now 
of wrath, now* of tenderness, till suddenly I .dis¬ 
covered that the boy had grown—grown*to be a 
man in my likeness, strong in tfte flesh and of 
powerful self-love. . 5 

And t^ie time was which ripened into a crisis be¬ 
tween us, wors^ than anything that had happened 
.before. He* had defied me where I could never 
brook defiance, and I cast him from me. How could 
the fellow dare to rival me in woman’s favour! 

He left me, insulted but unconqucrcd, and burn¬ 
ing with scorn. . I should never see him again, he 
said ; and he was the man to do as he threatened. 
Some ^ime after I received a letter from him, offer¬ 
ing jnc the alternative of yielding to him or losing 
him—he would go to the Turks,. Jo the devil, he 
said. I took no notice of that ultimatum, but 
demanded his entire surrender, unconditionally. 
Timfj passed and I began to think I had lost him 
It was a fear which troubled me, preyed upon me ; 
for whatever our disagreement, I loved him stijl. 
And if indeed he were lost, my heart told me tha‘t I 
—I had worked his ruin. 

And then I Tell ift of th^t last illness,Ending in 
death. There came a second letter against all 
expectation, mysteriously expressed but plain o& 
import He wrote humbly, gently, as I had nfcuer 
known Jiim. 

He entreated me to. see him ; he would come 
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back to me a Repentant <^hild. He had fdund cjit 
that wMich woulcF heal every breach between us: $ 
Higher Power had spoken. There was mention of 
her it} the* letter, but ail was so broken, so ambigm 
ously expressed, ,that it left me quite in the dark as 
to whether his discovery concerned himself or her. 

The (letter remained unanswered ; I was -too ill 
to write, and ckred not to trust any third person 
with a nlessage between us. 

What, then, was his discovery to have worked 
such a change in him ? and whom did it concern, 
himself or her ? That question troubled me to my, 
dying moment, and who knows but that it proved a 
nail also in my coffin. Erinnys-like it pursued me 
to very hell, adding more than anything else to my 
torment here. As a live coal it burps upon my soul. 
What was it about him or about her ? And there 
are other questions : How did it go with hipn when 
I had cast him off—I, whom alone he loved and 
knew upon ear^h ? Was I indeed the cause of his 
ruin ? Alas ! these things are a hell in hell! 
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How long J sat, shut in with myself and darkness^ 
how long that terrible night continued, I cannot tell 
—maybe a year, maybe some hours only. This 
only 1 know, that in the space of that single night 
I lived over $gain the whole of my earthly life, 
and what inconceivable horrors are included in this 
statement! • 

Light broke at last, but oh how slowly 1 The 
walls of darkness seemed to shijt, making way for 
the faintest streak of dawn. This time of expecta¬ 
tion, of hope—if so I may call it—was the least 
painful time I had yet known in hell, And asj 
waited, longed for the returning light, a shadow, as 
it were, of forgetfulness wrapped me about ^Vh, 
%urely forgetfulness is the one state of bliss fo be 
imagined here’! Did I speak of light ? Alas it is 
only less of darkless—light there is nftnc in hell. 
And forgetfulness is not real, but illusive here. 

But poor as the light was, it roused me to some¬ 
thing like love of existence even. I gathered# up 
my wrptched being and went tify way, following the 
HiWh'nn nf the breaking dawn. How long I moved, 
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or how far, is oY no consilience. The terrors of 
hell were* about ml. Presently, however, I reached 
a spot where I could rest. Did I s'ay rest ? Once 
for all, .let me beg you pot to be misled by such 
meaningless expressions—meaningless here, and prov¬ 
ing old habit merely. In this place of anguish rest, 
in the sense you take it, naturally is impossible ; all 
I meant to say i! that I,reached a spot where the 
pressure cff motion, quitted me for a while, and I 
stopped. ;• 

if is strange how soon I came to ,understand my 
surroundings, how soon I found my way among the 
vain appearances and the wretched nothingness about 
me. Instinctively I adapted myself to what I saw, 
doing as others did—in a manner however, shaped 
by my own individuality. I knew I was only 
adding my paltry share, that hell might be, what 
it is, a caricature of the world and her doings. I 
knew, moreover, that I was being mocked the wjiile, 
a very fool of varies. 

You must know, then, that each wretched being 
here is moved, by an irresistible impulse to imitate 
Ips life on earth, to continue what in sinful folly he 
worked ir. that life. And, strange to say, as I have 
alrpady hinted, we can all obtain here what we like ; 
one need but think of anything, and there it is. 
Passion and wrongful desires rule here as they do 
in the world, only the more horribly, being void of 
substance. In the world they are clothed—clothed 
in a semblance of beauty even ; lawless and per- 
nio : .ous though they are, they at , least own the 
garment of nature. But here they are merq skele¬ 
tons, unclothed of the flesh, an insult to nature, 
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Continuing in the evil f>ent of former habit, yet 
^incapable of alight but showing their Aiserable 
nakedness. t For the imaginings of hell are hollow 
•and empty, void of truth and reality, bereft, of all 
means of satisfaction. And yet, the vary, punish¬ 
ment of hell consists in this, that we are driven to 
conform to this maddening unreality, this death¬ 
breathing nothingness. No, matter* how deeply con¬ 
scious we are of the vanity of our^doings—ho matter 
hov^ we (loathe them—they have come to be our 
masters ; we arg driven, helplessly driven, to be* for 
, ever trying to be what we were on earth. 

Supposing, then, that a number of spirits agree 
we will have a town here, that town straightway 
appears on the scene ; oj if others say, let us have a 
church here aqd a theatre at]d a public park, or 
woods and a lake and mountains, it is all there as 
soon Eg? imagined. And not only that each one sees 
for j^imself what he has called up in vain desire : it 
is seen by all with whom he comes into contact 
But everything is shadowy—nay, less than shadowy : 
it is empty conceit Such a state naturally includes 
charge upon change, incessant unrest; this also is^ 
vanity. 

Neither is there any lack of assisting spirits to 
<#arry into effect any desired show. Does any bne 
here wish to Set up an establishment, to live in 
style, as the phrase,&ent on earth, he is straightway 
surrounded by faithless stewards, drunken butlers, 
thieving servants of'all kinds. If you imagine tha^ 
no one would care to be a servant here, you* ^re 
mistaken, for {he inhabitants b f hell, in a iflere 
outward way also, carry on the habits of life. Is 
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there any one here who $kes to general ah arm£, 
he will ^nd plenty of bloodthirsty vuffians to obe^ 
his behests, provided indeed he iuas a generqj in 
his d%ys gone by; for, r mind you, without a namei 
a man qyan here fould not make his way. 

Upon this information you will not be surprised 
to learn 4hat I have a pleasant abode here rK>t far 
from town, the ihnage of my own old country-house, 
with park and rivej to please my fancy; that I am 
a gentleman, and see much company. I frequent 
fashionable society now as formerly, since it yields 
me gratification, both private and public. ' Few r 
men knew and drained the sources of enjoyment 
more thoroughly than I did. But now ?—ah, pity 
me not, for your pity canpot alter the fact. 'This 
then is the misery of. hell for me; J am hungering 
after enjoyment, pure or impure, but there is no 
sense left to gratify ; reality has vanished, th£ greed 
only remains. Is it not madness ? 

And let me yhisper it to you, I am daily meeting 
friends and acquaintances; but I shall not betray 
them, remembering how well-bred the world is. It 
would be a shame to hurt the feelings of ladie^ and 
gentlemen of respectable position by insinuating that 
any of their relatives are here. Let them call their 
departed ones blessed : it will not lessen the torments 
they endure. 

Shall I venture upoq. a local description of hell ? 

I doubt I shall not be able, but will make the 
attempt 

. Hell has its own geography, but no one can tell 
how far its realm extends; it is infinite—that maybe 
is the most correct estimate to be givea I believe 
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e^rth, sfcn, and moon, anc-f all the planets* would not 
pearly fill it £ut what foolish 1 talk, theife being 
neither space nor\ime here. And as for boundaries?— 
on one side only, far, far away, hell has its boundary; 
whether any bne ever reached it I f annot Jell. 

In the direction of that pale twilight, whichi de¬ 
creases and increases alternately, there is a great 
gulf, a fathomless abyss, separating Well from Paradise. 
It is Paradise whence that radiance proceeds. And 
front the^byss, at regular intervals apparently, dead 
darkness gushe% forth, repressing the faint far-off 
light of heanen, till the last ghostly glimmer is gone. 
Then it is night with us, the abyss appearing as a 
lake of molten fire, but its flames are void of light¬ 
giving power. That is .Satan’s residence, and the 
abode of damneji souls. I speak of it with fear and 
trembling. Gradually the abyss, as it were, eats up 
its owji darkness, the fair light reappearing and 
grov^ing, till we see it as a tender radiance, clear as 
the twilight of a summer morn. at t* mes i as 

though a curtain of mist and cloud were suddenly 
rent asunder, a cataract of light bursts, forth victor¬ 
iously, overflowing from the heart of glory. Hell, 
stanas dazzled, struck to the core as it were. For 
in beauty and bliss eternal a vision of Paradise .is 
given to the damned ones—no, not the damned ones, 
for though cast*into hell we are not yet judged ; it 
is given to thosfe who, like tjie rich man, lift up their 
eyes in torment And it is not only Paradise we 
see, but the blessed o’nes who dwell there. 

All this I have learned,—as yet I have not seeh it 
But now, since dawn is increasing, we seem to’ be 
nearing that hour,—shall I say that happy hour ? ah 
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no—most dread*! most dr^ad! I cannot t<*ll hovf 
long thi light g<$es on increasing ^or decreasing; 
there is no judging of the length of tlawn, as there is 
no judging of the duration of night itself! Accord¬ 
ing to hyman ide^, it would seem to b8 a space of 
several years. The vision of Paradise, I feel sure, 
fills but a moment, but some call it long, feEyfully 
long. Sha*ll I rejoice to see that moment, or must 
I dread if? 

Again, hell has a river, the waters of vjjiich.are 
heafy, dark, and muddy. You will^be thinking of 
the waters of Lethe. Ah no, my friend^there js no 
Lethe here whence souls might draw forgetfulness: 
that is a happy myth ; but the river I speak of is 
real, terribly real. It is fejl by the falsehood .and 
injustice of the world ( ; every lie, every wrong, helps 
to swell it That is why its waters are so turbid, so 
fearfully foul, looking like clotted fctfood at times. 
And sometimes, when the world is more wicked than 
usual, the river rises and floods its banks, leaVlng 
stench and pestilence behind it It is scarcely to be 
endured. But we, hardened spectres of hell, we 
endure. 

Sometimes, I am told, it rains here and srfows, 
but not so often as one would think. It’happens 
when folly and vanity upon earth overflow thei r 
measure. The world can stand a ^jood deal, we 
know, but«there are times when»efeni the world has 
too much of it. The surplus t*hcn will drop into 
^ell, and we say, by way of former fashion of speech: 
Lpoic, it rains ; or, Behold it snows 1 

There is in hell; not only a certain natural suc¬ 
cession of time, but also something of social and 
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J>oliticll order. Families herd together',*and souls of 
( one and the sajne century like to’ congregate. And 
theye is a kintf of progressive development The 
most recenl arrivals, as a rile, take the lowest place,' 
advancing t<3 make room for fresjj troops appearing. 
Those who in»the world were of one way of thinking, 
or alike in manner of acting, soon meet hore, though 
of different nationality or separate? centuries. Thus 
there is here a town of injustice, called also the town 
of politicians; there is a town of t^ie Holy Inquisition; 
a gigantic cit^ of Jews, of Mormons ; a to\$n of 
Antadiluviayis, and many others. 

I begin to understand the moving-springs of hell. 
It is insatiate desire on the one hand, and remorse 
on ihe other—I had alrgost said sorrow ; but that is 
too sweet a grace, admitting # of sorrow for sin, for 
opportunity wasted, and that is unknown here ; it 
is a dull flinty grief, a mere wailing for pain. The 
punishment of hell is twofold, but after all it is the 
self-same retribution. Some are driven continuously 
to brood over the same evil passions they indulged 
in on earth, satisfaction alone being absent; or with 
horror and loathing are obliged again and again to 
commit in the spirit the self-same crimes that polluted 
their days in the flesh. The miser forever is dream¬ 
ing of riches, the voluptuary of uncleanness, * the 
glutton of feasting, the murderer of his bloody deed. 
Others, on the tonfy&ry, are pursuing the very things 
they neglected on earth ; they know it is hopeless, but 
pursue them they rrlust Thus men of unjust deal¬ 
ing are anxiously trying to right the wrong, thfc un¬ 
merciful to do cleeds of charity, the unnatural pefrent 
to live for her children, the suicide to prolong his days. 
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But whatever we suffer, jpur torment is not to bq 
viewed iff the light bf final punishmenj—that is com¬ 
ing—we await the day of doom ; no, c it is merely ffie 
natural ^consequence of bur life on earth. Oh, men 
and worngn, yet waking on earth, consider this ! that 
all si«, great or small, has its own irretrievable con¬ 
sequence, which—ay, think of it—extends far bqyond 
the limits of life, even into hell. And if mere con¬ 
sequence 'may be so terrible, what must be the 
punishment to come ? 0 

"This then is the law of hell: we are not tor¬ 
mented— we torment ourselves! Yet remember 
that in dying everything depends on whether we 
lived in the faith of the Son of God, who gave His 
life that men might be sav<jd. Our sins have that 
dread importance in ,as far as they testify that we 
did not believe. Do you marvel that I speak of 
God ? Ah me, He is still our God I .And we know 
that there is a Son of God who came into the w^rld 
to save sinners, who loved them unto death, even 
the death of the Cross. But we know nothing of the 
way of salvation : everything is forgotten—the very 
name of the Saviour. We consume ourselves in 
terrible efforts to remember, were it but the faintest 
remnant of saving knowledge, but alas it is vain— 
not even His name! Could we remember thai 
name, call it back to our hearts, I doubt not—I 
doubt not— u even we might be saved. But it is gone 
—it is too late ! too late ! 

, It is incredible how much I have forgotten; 
indeed, I might say I have forgotten everything 
except myself. Yes, that is it I have not forgotten 
self; on the contrary, whatever of the past concerns 
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my person and my life * has followed me; hither 
yith a minuteneib of detail as strange as it is painful. 
But »the clothes of self, as jt were,—the things I 
dnce possessed by knowledge by intellectual acquire¬ 
ment,—they have vanished together with" tfie gifts 
of mammon and the vanities of the flesh. You Will 
not be'surprised then that the feeling of nakedness 
is so terribly present with me. 

I have brought nothing hither but myself. And 
what® comprises this self but a burning remcvse 
which can never be stilled ; a greed of desire which 
.can ndver be*satisfied ; an unquenchable longing for 
things left behind ; innumerable recollections of sins 
great and small, causing insufferable anguish, all 
being* equally bitter, eqimlly fraught with vainest 
regret! This is. the picture of “myself, O God,—oi 
myself in hell. 
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The circumstances in which I grew up to the *world 
could not be called happy. My parents were so 
unlike in character and so little suited to each other 
that people were fully justified in wondering* how 
they could have married at all. My father was a 
plain homely man, somewhat retiring and unassum¬ 
ing; he was the head of a well-to-do house of 
business of considerable mercantile importance.. But 
he was not at fiist sight credited with personal weight 
or influence; people would easily slight him. And 
yet there was that in the quiet expression of his face, 
’ in the calm clearness of his eye, which convinced those 
who took the trouble of knowing him that he was 
nqt a man of the ordinary type. 

My mother, whom 1 always considered the chief 
person in the house, was a woman of rare perfections, 
very handsome, very gracious, and highly esteemed. 
Age even flattered her, dealing kindly by her beauty; 
but that, perhaps, was due to the fact that her life 
nqver flowed in the channels of violent passion. 
Some believed her cold and wanting in feeling; but 
it would be a great mistake to imagine her without 
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tLe warmth of energy. *She wa^ a clever, woman, 
#nd although shfc never asserted herself so as to give 
offesce, sh$ always managed to have her way. 
Who, indeed^ could have dreamt to turn her will 
aside, since I, her idol and her darling, never once 
succeeded in going against it ? She was a remarkably 
clever *woman. 

The world admired her» whether she was loved 
I cannot say. Maybe she loved no one excepting 
mysdlf. Oid I love her ? Well, if I must angjver 
the question hoiestly, I am bound to say I also 
.rather* admired than loved her. And, indeed, she 
was worthy of all admiration. Never anywhere 
did I meet a woman who was so thoroughly what 
the vtorld calls a lady—mind you, 1 mean a lady in 
the world’s own acceptation. She was just perfect— 
perfect in beauty, in manner, in bearing, in dress, in 
all the ways of fife prescribed by society ; perfect too 
in tbf fulfilment of what she considered her duty, 
irreproachable in conduct, a veiy .pattern of piety, 
appearing clothed in spotlessness as with a garment; 
never saying or doing or permitting anything that 
might, breathe suspicion on her perfection. In short, 
she was a,lady to the least movement of her finger, 
to the minutest folds of her dress. And she preservpd 
ht*r reputation, even adding to it daily. 

Looking bacl< npw. I understand her—as indeed 
I understand the* whale of the sad past—with a new 
insight I see plainly now that to her the world 
was everything: it was her guide, its approval being 
the aim of her ^very ambition. J do not mean Jd 
say by this that she cared not fdr things good and 
beautiful in any other lighj, and she really cultivated 
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•religion. ^0 6ne could lappear more assfduouslj 
obedient to the behests of piety tfcan my mother, 
with her veneration for the clergy, Hfer regular attend¬ 
ance ^t church ; and no one ever quitted ner presence* 
without feeling edited. Not undeservedly might duty 
and« propriety be termed the guardian saints that 
watched her every step. « 

The stately Mansion yre inhabited was divided in 
two, figufatively sgeaking, my mother presiding in 
one way—my father, though quietly, in an*thei»; I, 
thefr child, seemed to belong altogether to my 
mother’s dominion. I shrank from my father, feeling 
afraid of his quiet eye. Apparently he was satisfied 
with this state of affairs, but I feel sure now that in 
his heart he loved me. 

My mother’s rule yvas marked by gaiety; she loved 
to live in style. My father, excused by business, but 
rarely took part in her doings ; and -if he made his 
appearance at times, I, foolish child, felt almost 
ashamed of his # presence,—he looked so little like 
the master of the house in the simplicity of his habits 
and unpretending ways. 

There was another inmate of our house, my father’s 
sister, strangely contrasting with my mother. The 
world had begun to call her an old maid ; and she 
certainly was peculiar, a mixture of unfashionableness 
and singularity. People called her feccentric, whim¬ 
sical ; and indeed one never l^new* what she might 
not be doing next. She was no 1 lady,’ like my 
mother, and nowise perfect, though she could look 
rprtiarkably ladylike whenever she thought it worth 
her while. She was extremely natural, her heart 
always oubbling over with its inmost thoughts ; there 
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was something utterly -nilve in lysr straightforward 
•openness and tire unstudied ways of her conversation. 
My» mother I believe, thotjght her queer; but in 
•truth she wa| the only person who ever knew how 
to call up a smile in my father’s face. And this she 
looked upon as her own special vocation, ever ritind- 
ful of*it No ; Aunt Betty could nowise Joe held up 
as a pattern ; and as for pe»fections, she had but one 
—a heart brimful of kindness, ever ready to sacrifice 
itself, miking it her one delight to see others happy. 
In fact she never thought of herself. 4’nd that 
heart* of hers was filled with a faith as deep and 
fervent and single-minded as any child’s. No doubt 
her Christian life knew its times of dearth as of 
plenty—it could not be otherwise with a nature like 
hers—but her heart, nevertheless, was firmly grounded. 
She had God in her heart. And though she might 
get entangled w’ith her duties, and even blunder about 
Godip commandments, the one commandment, fulfill¬ 
ing the law, ever shone as a beacqji.to her soul that, 
loving God, we should love one another. 

She had hardly ever been separated from my 
father, and now she seemed indispensable in his. 
house—that great two-parted house. If I*were to 
call her our Cinderella, it would most certainly, be 
afi ill-chosen comparison, and yet a true one. She 
was queen of the hpusehold ; but in that position she 
managed to be thei servant of all. Every trouble, 
every care, she took upon her shoulders, wearing 

herself out for each and all of us. She liked it* 

• 

Any attempt t<\ oppose her in this respect routed 
her self-assertion, meek and mila though she was in 
aught beside. My mother, being the lady, never 
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touched^domestic % concern^with a finger; everything 
was given up to Aunt Betty, e\%n the care fa* 
myself and my father. t But household worries were 
the least of her vicarious burden; she felt called tA 
take upon* herself# whatever was disagreeable to any 
one else, making herself a shield add warder-off in 
every pc&jible direction, and being the willing«scape- 
goat even, if thereby she could comfort blundering 
servant or careless, child. She appeared to consider 
this her life’s calling,—she who, despite her : implicity, 
was by'far the wisest of us,—and indefatigable were 
her attempts to cover the want of harmony between, 
my parents. She might in truth be called the bond 
of union between them. It was evidently my father 
for whom she thus sacrificod herself, loving hinf with 
a sisterly devotion as beautiful as .rare. How well 
she understood how to brighten his home, to turn 
aside the edge of disappointment, and flood the place 
with her own abundant warmth. Was he sad,— 
how she would ffyeer him, and with a show of gaiety, 
hiding perhaps her own aching heart, strive to heal 
the breach fhat separated him from his wife, and, 

, alas I from his child as well. 


And how lovingly she did her very best for me,— 


tjie sweetest, kindest of aunts ! My mother indulged 
me fondly; I ought not to say that she spoiled me,— 


her cleverness stood in the way of fhat; but I owe 
it to my £unt that, in spite of all indulgence, I was a 


good and even pious child. It was she who taught 
me to read my Bible, sowing the good seed in my 
heart, and nothing in after life eyer did more for 
me than her loving and God-fearing example. The 


recollection of that early tjme is unspeakably sweet 
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fo me'even now in thq bitterness of*4iell. With 
what power of love she drew me* is plainly evident 
from the fact tkat whenever I could I stole away 
from the tjueenly presence ’of my mother—though 
there was n^!ver a playthiftg I wished for But she 
gave it me—1» seek Aunt Betty, fretting behind her 
to kitchen and storeroom, or spending hoyrs in the 
one little chamber she called her* own. * That was 
the happiest time of my life. 

^Tha^ks to Aunt Betty, then, I was brought up in 
the fear of God ; but though the seed was sownf and 
the flower even blossomed, it never yielded fruit 
As I grew up, the power of the sensual was upon 
me, and I early conformed to the ways of the world. 
Aunt Betty died ; she had positively worn herself to 
death. At such cost the service of love at times is 
given. Her loss moved me deeply, but the impres¬ 
sion did not Jast I had begun to attend at my 
father’s counting-house. My mother had destined 
me’for the army, or, if possible, to some diplomatic 
career. I was gifted with my rrlbfher’s beauty, was 
heir to my father’s fortune, and not wanting in 
ability. She took pride in me, and naturally wished 
I shbuld be a credit to her in the eyes of world.* 
But although apart from Aunt Betty I had always 
been left to my mother’s guidance, my father 
strenuously opposed her wishes in this respect; I 
should follow in His footsteps and carry on the time- 
honoured firm. Life, he said, would yield its own 
battles apart from <he army. He was right, but a 
sorry soldier I proved. 

I was gifted with the plegpant but dangorous 
talent of making friends wherever I went— a per- 
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■nicious taknt even, with t a disposition like mine 
Not only did the World open her arms to receive me 
but to clasp me, as the fair nymphs of the f well 
clasped Hylas, the bekutiful youth, dragging him 
helple&sly to the deep. ' Even before* my lips wore 
the firs? downy sign of manhood, ».I was already 
corrupted. Of misleading companions thei;p was 
no lack, those of my own sex not being the worst 
Such things, however, avenge themselves: being 
misled at first, I b^gan to mislead. 

But .being brought under my father’s immediate 
influence, he did his utmost to lift me from the 
slough, sparing neither admonition, nor rebuke, nor 
even restraint. It availed not; I evaded his guid¬ 
ance, and even deceived him. More successful .were 
my mother’s attempts; for while, on the one hand, 
she managed to let me see that she could condone, 
if not actually excuse, she yet so powerfully pleaded 
the claims of prudence and position that I promised 
to mend my ways. And I did mend them. I Care¬ 
fully considered 'the extreme of dissipation, avoiding 
discovery and scandal. 

Self-restraint was not without effort, for my nature 
'thirsted ,after pleasure. But though passion-ruled, I 
had a strong will to act as a curb where I chose, 
arid the worldly wisdom of my mother taught n\e 
the advisability of exerting that will.« 

I was about one-and-twenty when>my father died; 
never since we lost Aunt Betty, can I remember 
having seen a smile on his face- -there was no one to 
call it up when she had gone. And now he left us. 
My. mother retired on her jointure—satisfied, as she 
said, to have done her duty in the world. And I 
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at an early age, was admitted to ^ partnership in the 
jfirm, of which/my father’s brother now was head. 
Sogn after I fell* seriously ilj. 

' This brings me to one j of the darkest episodes 
of my life. It is but an episode, 0 draught of pass¬ 
ing enjoyment’ but fraught with the origin of my 
deepast woe. Could I be washed of all my sin, 
this one dark recollection v^ould never leave me. 

The illness happily had beep got over, leaving 
me f >pro%trate. It was early in the spring. My 
medical attendant advised me to leave towri as soon 
as passible /or the country or the seaside. But I 
was a prey to ill-humour and fretfulness. I liked 
the advice, and did not like it I did not care for 
our *own place in the country ; it was not quiet 
enough, I said, and 1 hated the sea. As it chanced 
a sudden whim came to the rescue. We had been 
to the lakes the previous autumn ; memory carried 
me back to a keeper’s lodge, delightfully situated in 
a leafy solitude, a very bower of clc,matis and roses. 
Peace herself could not dream of a more congenial 
retreat. If I was to go for change of air that was 
the place I should fancy. 

Difficulties were got over, and I webt. An 
nonest old keeper lived there with his daughter 
Annie, she being on the verge of womanhood. 
Annie!—how 'little did 1 think that this name 
one day would ’soured so tcrjiblc to my erfts. 

I recovered quickly and strength returned. But 
lovely as the spot whs, life without incident did not. 
amuse me. From sheer ennui I began to make lewe 
to Annie. She was an inexperienced country-g*irl ; 
but the very nalvet6 of her ignorance was enchant- 
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ing. Sljie was ashfree and natural as the birds of 
the dell, a very outcome of her siftroundings, fresl^ 
as the dewy morn and fragrant as the woodland air. 
Wild ^nd untaught, yet^ sweetly delicate, that child 
of natuse .soon <jast a spell over fancy. We 
were left alone fearlessly. Her father saw but a 
child in ‘her—she was barely seventeen—aad she 
was engaged to wait on .me. 

But Annie, at first, was proof to flattery ; light- 
footed and light-hearted, she turned its edgpe uncon¬ 
sciously,’ and I made no way witfc her. Always 
merry and always happy, full of kindliness and 
grace, she flitted about me, helpful as an angel, but 
coy and unapproachable. Not that she saw danger— 
she did not even suspect it; it was merely the 
instinctive dread holding all children of nature aloof 
from snares. The bird on the sunny bough will 
look at you, even sing to you, but you shall not 
touch it Brimming with life’s enjoyment she was 
easily delighted, and sprightly as a squirrel in the 
wood. She knew affection, but what we call love 
had at that, time not entered her consciousness. 
Never had I seen a happier mind, a fresher and 
more cHarming disposition ; the sky of her soiSl was 
a§ clear as the blue vault above, her singing as 
blithe as the lark’s on the wing, and she cared not 
whether the sun shone or not. 

But iif my selfish spul I s^'d, '‘Thou coy little 
bird, see if I don’t catch thee 1’ Not that I loved 
her—the difference of rank was" too great; but I was 
for' plucking the flower, though I should throw it 
away after a while? 

And I did succeed, working a pitiful change in 
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the chfld; she was like 'a faded blossom or a bird 
with broken wi^g. Her singing and laughter were 
silenced, the fearlessness <j>f innocence was gone. 
Sadly and silently she moved about, scarcely lifting 
her tearful eye. But from that foment ^Jie clung 
to me with tender resignation, as touching as it was 
true,- 4 —to me who had ruined her in idle sport. She 
felt, and felt rightly, that, henceforth her life was 
mine ; and in her own way loved me, whonged as 
she*was; It was I who had murdered her soul. 

Even then repentance with poignant sting'had 
seized upon my heart—there was some good left in me 
as yet; I felt deeply touched, moreover, by the child’s 
entire love and humble surrender. Was she bewitch¬ 
ing •before, she was not less so now; not to be 
known again, but lovely still jn sorrow. Free and 
fearless she had been in the pride of her beauty ; 
now with chaplet deflowered and robbed of her glory, 
ruefyilly kissing the hand which brought her so low. 

I began to love her, or to believ$ I loved her, and 
thought of a possible marriage. 

But it fell out differently. My mother had been 
informed, and set herself to bring me to reason. 
How cle.verly she did it!—not rousing opposition, but 
none the less effectively showing me the utter fool¬ 
ishness of my intention. There was not a shade of 
derision in her manner, yet I felt ridiculed. She 
never called it a silty freak, but she brought me to 
view it as such. Had I really loved Annie, no 
doubt my mother 1 could not so easily have in¬ 
fluenced me. As it was, I suddenly seemdd, to 
come to my senses ; it was .not* love—only pity for 
the girl. 
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My ipotner sppke about it freely; and presently 
she succeeded in directing my attention elsewhere! 
She had adopted an orphan child, o£ American 
parenl^ge, distantly related to her own family. Lily' 
might b« about nine or ten years old now, and so 
far I had scarcely bestowed any notice upon her. 
My motlfer would hint now and then at tht; rare 
flower of beauty slumbering in the buds of promise. 
And presently, in ^o many words, she pointed out 
to me that in some seven or eight ye&rs 'Lily 
migtit nbt only have ripened to matchless charms, 
but as an heiress of no ordinary kini could not 
fail to draw the eyes of men. If, then, I would 
give up Annie, and think of Lily instead, she would 
try to keep her for me. When Lily should nave 
reached maturity, it would be just about the right 
time for me to settle in life, and I might hunt the 
world over, and not find her equal anywhere. That 
was true enough, and imagination had been set to 
work. Since th£t f time I loved to think of the pro¬ 
mising little Creole. 

Lily was undeniably a lovely creature, as harm¬ 
less as a dove, but with me anticipating fancy 
revelled ‘in possession. It was easy for my mother 
therefore to win me to her plan. There was some¬ 
thing indescribably charming in this new relationship. 
To look upon Lily as my own property, though she 
knew it not; to watch .her unfplding charm upon 
charm in sweetest innocence; to call her mine—mine 
in the very care that guarded her; to gather up 
treasure, as it were, for my own delightful harvest, 
—call it unnatural if you like, but to a nature like 
mine it was irresistibly tempting. 
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I alfowed qiy mother full liberty to bj-ing the 
* flair with Annie to a satisfactory end, as she termed 
it, having given'her my word not to see the girl 
%gain, A real sacrifice, was it not? Hell shpws it 
now in its own true light 


LETTER V. 


I BEGIN to feel at home here. At home? *How 
full of sweetest echoes is this word. Its very sound 
would warm one’s heart on earth; it is bitter here— 
doubly bitter for memories gone. It does not lessen 
hell to get used to it; we are even/orced to make 
ourselves at home here, just as we are obliged to be 
what once we were, 

That irresistible impulse to be continuously doing 
the works of our .earthly life, to pursue with a burning 
greed a vain and shadowy existence, may well be 
termed hell’s daily bread. The evil desire alone is 
.real: the sense that might lend it expression is dead. 
You ha# heard of Tantalus and Sisyphus—it "may 
help you to conceive our state. All is illusion here, 
the very fire I told you of, raging in imagination 
merely—within us that is—and yet \vhat an awful 
reality! . 1 

You understand, then, that T have resumed old 
habits, not willingly, but under compulsion, following 
thp old bent with a helpless disgust However, I 
cannot but add tha'c I have been tolerably fortunate, 
falling on tny feet in society, as it were, and a very 
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nice set*I have joined. I have been*luclc^ in renew¬ 
ing many an old.ticquaintance, and have made friends 
witl\ people whom one would have been glad to know 
•n earth. Vou would be indeed surprised if I were 
indiscreet enAigh to mention naipes! £uf ! shall 
content myself Vith generalising. It is strange how 
many*of the so-called respectable people one meets 
here ; in fact, they form the .nucleus t)f society in hell 
as they do on earth. I might even say godd people, 
mea*ing*those worthy folk whose one desire it is to 
go through life , comfortably, quite willing • no *one 
else should Jrunger, provided they themselves have 
all they need ; satisfied with their lot in the world, 
not perhaps a grand one, and caring for nothing 
beyond it—never dreaming that the less fortunate 
might be their brothers and sj^ters after all. Just 
look about you wherever you please—the world is 
full of such. They arc good to themselves and good 
to their children, thanking God for the means of 
being so. They spend their years as if this life’s 
business were all that needs to be*thought of, living 
for their families, their home concerns, whether in 
drudgery or in ease, both men and women. You 
little toiink that daily life, with its legitimate tares,— 
ay, even what you call your duty by house and 
h#me,—may be the snare to bring your soul to hfll! 
There are men tvho rush through life in the whirl of 
amusement; other's Sleep through it; others again 
wear themselves out for its paltry amenities, calling 
that to live forsooth ! * And before they are aware of, 
it, their race is run, they close their eyes to c^xyi 
them again, surprised perhaps, in the pangs of hell. 

Oh could I live over again but a single year of 
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my earthjy span—^1 do not mean for my own sake 
merely !—I might perhaps be able t<\ warn some few c 
of those excellent men whose ideas of life are wrapped 
up in Jhe counting-house on the one hand, and in' 
the prosperity of tfceir family on the otfier—of those 
devoted wives and mothers who spdnd themselves 
for the crtnforts of home. I say some few of diem, 
well knowing thfft not many would believe me. 

Nay, <?ven as regards so-called philanthropists 
I have made the unexpected discovery that . some of 
thenS—I* say some—who have reajly one way or 
another benefited thousands, have lived Jo theii»own 
ruin. Has the world been loud in their praises?— 
learn wisdom, my friend, and overrate not the world’s 
approval. 

It is, indeed, a sjrange fancy, ppevalent among 
men, that only the wicked go to hell. You poor 
deluded ones, listen to my words : it 4s incredible, I 
assure you, how little is needed to take a man to 
hell—that is to sja^, if he dies without having found 
his Saviour. For without Him the soul is unable to 
bear the smallest weight of wrong; while with Him— 
^es, with Him—she will wing herself to heaven in the 
face of mountains of sin. Do you know that Saviour? 
I ask you as one who can never know Him now! 

There are many here, I assure you, who hav-' 
never committed any particular crimfe. The world, 
with its notions of right and wrong,'would cry out 
for justice if it were but known ! ' And why are they 
here? They never felt the sting of conscience, lead¬ 
ing respectable lives, laying the unction of goodness 
to their souls,—but 'they died and went to hell. No 
demon of evil ruled their lives, and yet they are here 
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—oh heaven, wfyere is thy justice ?»—in a lik* damna¬ 
tion with ourselves! The torment of hell for such 
people consists In having pothing to do here, no 
•counting-house to attend, np families to provide for. 
Not ruled by passion, they are slaves to life’s habit, 
and the latter*may be as terrible a taskmaster as 
the former. 

Thus much is certain, i( having nothing to live 
for could kill people, and if onq could die in hell, 
many here would die of sheer hankering after tjieir 
earthly drudgery. 

My own, existence, once I was properly intro¬ 
duced, was speedily filled with amusement Are 
you surprised that I should say * introduced '? But 
we are no Goths here,#and society with us also 
attends to its rqles. If it needs little to bring one 
to hell, it is not so easy to make one’s way into the 
fashionable circles of this place of woe. It is with 
us just as with you, with this difference only: the 
worlcf asks who a man is, the question here being 
who he was. 

Now I, in the world, was allowed to Ije handsome 
and refined, a man who could pride himself on his 
gentl&nanly qualities, not to mention a consfderable 
fortune Here I no longer am this man, but I affecf 
hi$ semblance Yet I must warn you against imagin¬ 
ing that there *is any pretence; no, it is nature, 
downright naturd. 1 

At first I was poiitively overwhelmed with calls 
and invitations. Hert also novelty is much sought 
after. If I had brought nothing with me but fh« 
news of some foolish fashion lately adopted in the 
world, I should have been considered an acquisition. 
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But, without flattering myself, I m^y say I brought 
more—a fashionable finish of the most faultless 
description having ever£>een the vely esjence of* my 
aims. • Shall I tell you of«a merry club-cynner to which 
I was aSktd lately? The party assembled was of 
doubtful reputation—high living, drink, and gluttony 
seemed their watchword ; nor was it compliment¬ 
ary to ryy antecedents*to be invited, for with me 
the beautiful maxim, ‘ moderation in all things,’ had 
evejr covered a multitude of sins, and I hdd always 
been careful to avoid vulgarity. However, there I 
was ; the fare was exquisite, the wine splendid. A 1 , 
jovial company they appeared, tq judge from the 
loose jokes and ribald anecdotes passing between the 
pleasures of the table. And what shall I say Of the 
temptations born of surfeit, coursing through the 
heated veins ? Ah, they were not wanting, but 
satisfaction was an illusion. I reffain—there was 
nothing real in all that banquet save its incitement 
to sin ; we prayed on our miserable selves, eating 
and drinking leaving a nauseating feeling of empti¬ 
ness, the veiy jokes being unbearably stale. Men of 
all kinds are found here, but vainly you look for one 
capable of producing anything to refresl\,the mind 
by genuine mirth or novelty. However, eat and 
drink we must, and laugh and joke we must; we 
were obliged, I mean, whether ^ve liked it or not 
Now you understand perhaps,,though faintly, what 
it means to join in festivity in hell. 

At that club-dinner, where nothing was wanting 
that gluttony could dream of, the,thought of some 
poor man on eartn eating his crust in the sweat of 
his brow again and agaip presented itself to my 
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mind. The dry, bread that satisfies his huAger, the 
fceer or tea that quenches his thirst, what a royal 
Teas* is his gs compared with*ourselves. For he does 
8at, and is satisfied, but we-*-oh vainest deception! 

Was it not Jhat excellent herd; Achiires* who in 
Hades exclaimed mournfully, he would rather be the 
most ihiserable man on earth than king of* the realm 
below? This is but wisdon* of the Greeks,but how 
true!—how true ! I too would far rather spend my 
days*upcAi earth amid the most overwhelming diffi¬ 
culties, battling with care, want, or suffering, thar 
pccup£ any favoured position here, be it of king or 
epicure. Of all jthe fools of the world’s training 
he, surely, is greatest who takes away his own life, 
thinkfhg that he could nefer be worse off than he is. 
In sooth, whatever a man's earthly lot may be, be 
sure it may be a paradise to what he goes to meet. 
He may find h’imsclf yearning for the misery he 
quitted ; indeed, if you could give him back that 
misery tenfold, he would seize it aagerly and bless 
you for the gift 

Still the number of actual suicides, comparatively 
speaking, is small ; a far larger class of men pontent 
themselves, with shortening their days by continuous 
grumblings and a dismal unsatisfied frame of mind! 
If%hortening their days were but all, and if thereby 
they did at least fetter themselves for the tijne being I 
But the fact is, they jtll but kill life with discontent 
They are dissatisfied with themselves, with their 
fellows, with all the world, with the very air whjph 
they breathe and the day which is given them.* 
Poor fools, the day is short and night is at hand I 
And why are they dissatisfied ? B^pause health U 
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not all (it should, be, or the world at times crosses 
them ; because their position in lif*g but imperfectly 
suits their nature and yking, and they would 4 es ire 
a better lot; because perhaps their batlle is harder 
than other people’s, or, at worst, thefr whole life a 
failure falling short of dearest hope ?• 

I do hot mean to underrate these things—.on the 
contrary, I do own tha^ life to most men is fraught 
with sorrow; but^ I say this: Could you but view 
matters from the vantage-ground of hell,, you. who 
lessen fife by discontent, you would gain that much 
of wisdom, that our days on earth,, whatever of 
trouble, of care and vexation, be bound up with them, 
are yet capable of yielding very real happiness. So 
much depends on how w<* take things. If, instead 
of fixing upon trouble as something foreign to your¬ 
selves or hostile to your being, looking upon your¬ 
selves as miserable in consequence* you could but 
open your soul to that trouble and, rising from 
inertness, accent it as a very part of your existence, 
how different things would appear ! Many a trouble, 
moreover, is. but imaginary, and if dealt with sensibly 
would dwindle away ; while many a real trouble, on 
the other hand, by your striving to take, it aright, 
might become an impulse of new endeavour, chang¬ 
ing the very face of your life and leading you to a 
better happiness than before you‘aimed at Ah, 
indeed, iP'you could byt view* matters from hell you 
would come to see that man il able fo bear a load 
of trouble, and that, confronting want and misery, he 
tndy yet attain a state of happiness worth the hav¬ 
ing ! You would find that every day of that life 
which now you make a burden to yourselves and to 
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others is precious beyond words, A gracious} gift of 
God for which >fou cannot be grateful enough. You 
would undarstand that I, hungering and longing, 
would wish tojje in your plaite—ay, and count fnyself 
blessed to bear, the burden whiclf you corfsider so 
grievous. But what boots it that / see ,it all so 
plainly now ; it is too late for me ,—too late. 

That fashionable people* in hell have .their so- 
called grand evening parties will hardly surprise you; 
we have dances, ‘at homes,’ and all those tl\ings.set 
store by in the world. But if this sort of stylish 
Jiving even oh earth is unutterably hollow, what must 
it be here where the very air we breathe is vanity 
and nothingness? Looking back I can scarcely 
credif now how I could*wrong my better self for 
the sake of that vile habit of attending parties. What 
is a party in the very society which calls itself polite? 
Is it not as if some vicious goblin had a hand in 
it, bringing together twenty, fifty, even a hundred 
people, each of whom has his om *cosy fireside— 
men and women who for the most part have little or 
nothing in common, but needs must meet beneath 
staring chandeliers, the spirit of falsehood # among 
them? 'Vanity rules, and when the goblin has 
thoroughly fooled them and lights turn pale, they 
eath go home fagged and tattered. Host and hostess 
say, ‘ What a m^roy jt’s over!' Each visitor says, 

‘ I am thankful to go to bed ’—are you, poor fools 
of fashion ? * , 

But if it seems a marvel now how I also, in days 
gone by, could satrifice myself to tjie so-called claimS 
of society, I need not marvel that I do so here. It 
was by choice then,—it is under convulsion now ; it 
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is as if fifen thousand goblins fooled us—we know it 
but cannot withstand. •> 

The object of parties' with us is Just the same as 
with you: to be seen, to be admired, to make one¬ 
self agreeable—nst so much in order to please your 
neighbour as to be thought pleasant yourself—and 
to hide it amiabfv if you think people a bore. ‘There 
is one marked difference, however, placing us often 
in a position both painful and ridiculous. What 
should you say if at any of your great social gather¬ 
ings you could look through people’s clothes—those 
fine clothes put on so carefully—through them,'I say, 
to the very piece of humanity they hide, and not 
only through them, but, deeper still, to the core of 
the heart beneath? It is so here 1 Supposing,'then, 

you walk up to some old crone, saying, with your 
most engaging smile—‘ Delighted to see you 1’ think¬ 
ing to yourself at the same time—‘I wish she were at 
Jericho !’—I leave you to imagine the figure you cut. 
I give this as an c example only—as a clue, rather; 
think it out further and see where it leaves you! 
But even to.this one gets used in hell, fortifying one¬ 
self with a kind of frivolous impudence, without 
which intercourse would be simply unbearable. L The 
incident I quoted of course leaves the advantage with 
the old crone ; but the moment she opens her lips 
her interlocutor has the best of it* for he can see 
through her clothes as .she sa\v ( through his. They 
are quits then. 

( However, as I said, it is no't merely ludicrous but 
painful—offering, moreover, an un$urmountable ob¬ 
stacle to all courtAiip. It is utterly impossible here 
to fool a woman, be she ever so frail. All the fine 
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words of hell cannot delude her, fof she sees|through 

Jhem. From this point of view we form a most 
virtuous company. Indeed, flattery and compliments 
with us are exceedingly difficult to pass, the hegrt be¬ 
traying the man in quite another se*ise thaa with you. 

You can hcfrdly picture to yourself how much 
of tho truly surprising, if not interesting,* may be 
experienced here in a single day. The world, as 
seen from hell, is the land of dreams and imaginings, 
appearing beautiful and pleasant none the less. And, 
absurdly paradoxical as it may sound, hefe only, 
where? all reality has vanished, reality in uncompro¬ 
mising nakedness is upon us. Are they friends or 
foes that meet, they soon speak the truth to one 
another. Such mutual confessions, on the whole, are 
little edifying, aijd, since there .are no secrets here, 
at once flit from circle to circle for general merri¬ 
ment Do you*care to have examples? Here are 
some recent tit-bits. 

A. had been killed in a duel whic^i he fought to 
avenge an insult offered to his handsome young wife. 
Quite recently he somewhat unexpectedly met his 
late opponent, who, having gone the way of all 
flesh, Lad.. come to hell. Wrathfully he tajfed him 
with former wrong, but the latter made answer qui^e 
coolly: 

‘ Silly man, do ^ou mean to fight me again for 
nothing whatever ? Let bygones be bygones ; we 
had better be. friends".’ 

‘ For nothing whatever!’ reiterated A., hotly. 

1 Do you call it nothing that you insulted my wif«, 
and killed me, moreover, when I* tried to vindicate 
her?’ 
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‘ I suppose Tnjust tell you the pjain fact,' replied 
his opponent. ‘ I see you still ’abour under ai 
delusion. The matter \vas simply this: I had been 
the lqyer of your wife,,but broke with her. That’ 
was the insult. That is why she got you to challenge 
me. However, these are bygones ; we’ll be friends 
now.’ 

Whether they were friends after that I cannot 
tell. I rather think that A. felt ready to hide hirr.- 
self. 

Two‘friends—in fact they were cousins—sat 
together in pleasant intercourse. Said the one t 

‘ To tell the truth, I was bom to be a poet 1 
did write novels, and my first publications made 
quite a sensation.’ 

‘ Don’t I know that,’ says the cousin, ‘ since it 
was I who wrote half the reviews about them ? It 
was I, sweet coz, who brought you into fashion. 
That is easily managed, if one has a few connections 
and sufficient wjt to let the review be racy ; people 
are easily caught’ 

‘ What—you ? Surely you are but joking! Why, 
I owe you everlasting thanks.’ 

‘ Thatnks—no,’ replied the cousin. ‘ Did we not 
love one another as very brothers ?’ 

The would-be poet grew thoughtful, continuing 
after a while: 

‘ But it Vas short-livqd fame. I had jumped into 
fashion with one leap, as it were, and ^ great future 
,seemed to await me, when, as by magic, there was a 
cljafige which I never understood. Reviews from 
panegyrics turned to spite, cutting me up so merci¬ 
lessly that no publisher presently had courage to 
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launch my works, and I was constrained to [urn my 
fcack upon the literary career.’ 

‘ Well, I can Solve that rpystery also. It was I 
\fcho cut you up so mercilessly as you say, not leaving 
you the faintest pretence to talent • I had ,sqt myself 
to persecute you into silence ; as soon as you opened 
your rfiouth, down came the lash. Whatdould you 
do but turn your back upon .literature ?’ 

‘You—you did that?’ 

‘ To Ifc sure, but don’t excite yourself: it was to 
your own advantage. Your mother, to frhom I 
pever*could say nay, had implored me to leave no 
stone unturned in trying to save you from what she 
considered your utter ruin. You had no talent for 
poetry, she said, but a very marked calling for the 
blacking manufactory, on which your family had 
thriven conspicuously. Now I knew—of course I did 
—that your literary fame was all humbug ; and hum¬ 
bug £ould not really hold you in the saddle, I saw 
that A reviewer could fill your galloon, but he 
could not keep it sailing, and with every line you 
wrote the gas escaped wofully ; you were as near 
a collapse as possible. So I generously resolved 
to anticipate it, and by main force bring j?ou from 
poetry to blacking. I discharged broadsides of wit 
and volleys of sarcasm whenever you dared to show 
yourself in prifit, success crowning my efforts; for 
you died rich with thfe spoils of blacking—a man of 
worth, too, ia the eyes of respectable citizens.’ 

‘ And went to Hfell!’ cried the blacking- and, 
poesy-monger. ‘ Should I find myself here if'n&y 
Pegasus had not been hamstrung* so vilely ?’ 

‘ That is more than I know,’ returned the review- 
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ing couyn mildly,, ‘But I scarcely .think that litera¬ 
ture by itself would have carried you, to Paradise, any 
more than I believe th^t blacking -alone had power 
to dr^g you to hell, ^ut these are bygones. 2 
loved yqu .dearly, ^and was your best friend, after all.' 

The poetical blacking-dealer turned away dis¬ 
gusted. The information was more than he could 
stand. 

A couple of monks were holding low but earnest 
converse. 

’’ But tell me, brother,’ said the one, ‘ how you 
came to take the cowl ? ’ 

‘ Through my own stupidity ; it was nothing else. 
I fell in love with Lisella Neri; you knew her, I 
think. She was considered a beauty, and she was 
an heiress. However, I was refused, and, sick of 
life, I entered the monastery,—a piece of folly I rued 
every day till I died. A simple sftory, is it not ? 
But what brought you to the cloister?’ 

‘ The very opposite, strange to say. I also loved 
Lisella, and presently was her accepted suitor, but it 
ended in my being the most miserable husband under 
the sun. Lisella was both capricious and bad ; and 
she did'not care for me. I never knew a^jnoihent’s 
peace. There seemed but one way out of misery: 
leaving her mistress of her fortune, I fled to the 
monastery, and truly I never repented of it If ever 
a moment’s discontent assailed me I had but to think 
of Lisella and happiness was restored.’ , 

The first monk sat buried 'in silence. Presently 
hp Said: ‘ Our experience shows that no one can 
escape his destiny. * From what you tell me I gather 
that Lisella, one way or another, must have brought 
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me to the cowl.^ Still you, brother* were tjie most 
fcrtunate after all; not because for a time you 
owntd that Jiandiome troubl»jr of peace, but because, 
knowing her f as I did nqt, your disappointment 
ended in content’ 

I 

But enough of this. What is the use of telling 
these things ? 

Martin, poor Martin, what may have become of 
you F rte was wronged after all. Badly brought 
up, badly used, he was my work. 

, SHe was very beautiful that young girl, about his 
own age. She was cleaning the house-steps one day 
when I first saw her. But lowly as her occupation 
was, %he charmed the ey*. The demon was moved. 
It was easy for. me to offer to educate her. She 
appeared not bom to her humble sphere. I placed 
her with a family I knew. Simple as she was, she 
appeared to understand I had some object But the 
flower should unfold before I pju^ked it I had 
learned to wait 

By what chance he and s/ie met I know not, but 
their first meeting seems to have been sufficient As 
in a flashy of lightning love struck their hearts simul¬ 
taneously, and quickly they knew that they were 
*ch other’s. 

Martin came tq me with an open confession. But 
not only did I refuse tonsen^—I cruelly ftunted him, 
defrauded as.I felt * He quitted me in anger to seek 
his own way. As s<*lf-willed as myself, he hesitated, 
not a moment jis to his line of action, carrying pff 
the girl before my very eyes so to speak. 

She was ndwhere to be found. But he did not 
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hide, fac(ing r me'tjoldly. It was then that I thrust 
him from my house; from my heart also I believed 1 
-—but in this I was mistaken. ' , 

Wfcat could he have been wanting t;o tell me that’ 
would heal everyobreach between us, as he said in 
that letter ? Did it concern him or her ? A Higher 
Power has t spok?n, he said. I am left to madaening 
doubt 

Doubt?—nay, 4 is a burning question, consuming 
my soul with the fire of hell—sufficient a'unoit to 
draw md back to earth as a wandering ghost But 
should I find an answer to the question--and where? 
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Let me speak to you of Lily. But I fear memory 
• will scarcely*separate the child Lily from the woman 
into which she blossomed. Remember that I see 
her with the knowledge of a later period. I neither 
saw nor knew her ariglit, there being nothing so 
blind as the cartial gaze. 

She was a Creole. Delicate and lovely were her 
features, though not perhaps moulded after any 
received type of beauty ; her hair black and glossy ; 
her eyes like stars, of so deep A blue that the 
cursory beholder believed them black, and veiled 
with lashes behind which her soul at* times would 
appear to withdraw from your gaze as, a pure 
nymph descending into her own limpid depth. Her 
.figure was slight and airy, perfectly harmonious^ not 
wanting in fulness, but tenderly shaped ; not tall, 
with hands and *feqt of the smallest,, and rarely , 
beautiful. Such w.>s Lily. * But those eyes of hers 
were her greatest cl\arm. Who does not know the 
soft enchantment-of Creole eyes? Lily’s even,now*• 
have a power that penetrates my soul. Never’in 
all eternity shall I forget that tender brightness 
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sparklin^ -v^ith tearful laughter, th^t gaze half sad 
and yet so full of promise, that at any time it boun<A 
my heart 4 

The southern temperament is generally accreditee) 
with caprice and ^passionate self-will. r But nothing 
was more unlike Lily than this. No doubt there 
was warmth in her nature, but its glow was gentle 
and deep, never kindling to passion, but always 
yielding Its own beneficent radiance. Capriciousness 
was utterly foreign to her, but she knew her t own 
mind concerning anything she considered to be 
right—anything her conscience had recognised as 
due to truth or charity. In such things her will 
was unbendable, though in aught else she was sub¬ 
missiveness itself. Self-lpve she knew not,, her 
soul’s deepest need being surrender. Poor child, 
you could not have been placed more terribly, all 
but given over to one who was an egotist to the core 
of his being. 

She was all heart Later on some physician 
discovered what'h§ called an organic defect—Lily's 
heart was too large, he said. Nothing more likely 
than this 1 1 never knew a disposition so prone to 

feeling, so easily touched as hers. She was brim¬ 
ming with affection, love being the only reward she 
cliiined. As a child, a loving word—a look even—r- 
could so move her that she would fling herself on 
your neck whispering her gratitude as she nestled in 
your embrace. Her sympathy at all times was 
easily roused. The trials and strivings of others— 
theii joys and sorrows, their happiness or mis¬ 
fortune—were all that interested her most She 
seemed to move in love and pity. 
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At times I cpuld not but tell mysdf |iow ill- 
%tted she was fo j a self-seeking world. Her tender 
natuje was often hurt in intercourse with others, and, 
feeling repulsed, she would shrink back within her¬ 
self. That is*why after all she w|is a lon^jy child, 
satisfied to confmune with herself and with me— 
wretch as I was. 

Added to this, hers was^ a woncfcrful 'simplicity 
of nature—simplicity of spirit I ought to* say. I 
doub$ n#t that, had she lived to' extreme old age, 
she would never have departed from the heart df a 
child. ■ Nothing was more easy than to talk her 
over to anything, provided only it did not clash with 
her sense of right She never dreamt that anybody 
could be deceiving her. # Once or twice I frivolously 
put her simple-mindedness to the test, but felt so 
humbled by her utter trust that I never did it again. 
Incarnate shamelessness would have bowed to her 
holy innocence. She was one of those beautiful 
beings one meets with but rarely in life, who, walking 
on earth, keep their skirts pure* no matter what 
defilement be about them. I verily believe you 
might have dragged her through slum's of sin and 
vice, fcnd^she would have come forth with irmoccnce 
unharmed. Her soul somehow was above offence, 
sj^e never thought that anybody could be wanting to 
do wrong. Ht*r eyes never opened to the appalling 
fact that it is h wioked world in which men live. 
She knew what sin» was, her pious mind having its 
own childlike ideas concerning it; but she never 
knew vice as, with fleeting footstep, she followed* her ’ 
transient course'of life. , 

I should wrong myself if I said that I never saw 
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this til^ now. I felt it even then, £ corrupt as I was. 
How little there was in common between us—she 
all spirit, I all flesh. Again I say, poor little Lily! 

She did not acquire much knowledge in life, her 
learning being restricted to the fewest of objects. 
That history was her favourite pursuit would seem 
natural, since history treats of men, of their* deeds 
and conflicts, their happiness and grief, moving her 
heart to- sympathy ; and she cared for a book only 
inasmuch as it spoke of her fellows, otherwise she 
saw but dead letters which wearied her. In me¬ 
chanical attainments, therefore, she was ever- back¬ 
ward ; it was next to impossible to teach her the use 
of a foreign tongue. Living a life of feeling, she 
could not but become contemplative and somewhat 
dreamy, reason inclining to sit apart in her. We 
seriously endeavoured to shake her up, as the phrase 
goes, but it is a thankless task to attempt anything 
against nature. Wanting in communicativeness she 
was by no means,—to me at least she was ready to 
confide her every 'chought. 

The stories of the Bible had ever been those she 
loved above' all others. They had been the first 
food of- her waking soul, and never anything im¬ 
pressed her more deeply than the death on the Cross 
of the Son of God, who loved sinful men and gave 
His life for them. That love and that suffering 
formed her-earliest impressions? and the most lasting. 
Again and again she would read the holy record, 
and surely an angel has counted the tears she shed 
* while so engaged. Unlike in aught else as she was 
to Mary Magdalene, she was like her in burning 
love for her crucified Lord. 
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Later on the tustory of the Crusades moved her. 
“fhe Crucified Otie was her first love, and stories of 
the Crusadess first stirred heA enthusiasm, the idea 
seizing on her»so powerfully that the course of*a few 
weeks seemed fo add years to Her growth. The 
enthusiasm cooled, but the thought remained, and 
thenceforth the Holy Land, where the Son of God 
had lived and died, was tllfe object of het dearest 
longing. She would at first lendi expression to her 
feelir%s, but she suffered for it Her little girl-frie»ds 
nicknamed her the Lady Crusader. And even if 
they held their peace they could not refrain from 
teasing her by signs, holding up their fingers cross¬ 
wise on meeting her ; she, poor little thing, of course 
understood their amiable meaning. The Saviour’s 
Cross thus early had become hei*cross. The mockery 
hurt her deeply, and she was not again heard to 
speak of the Ho’ly Land. But where the lips must 
be sil«nt, the heart perhaps clings to its longing all 
the more ardently. 

Would it not seem that she was little fitted for 
this world ?—not for my world, at any rate, llad I 
not been such a hopelessly miserable fellow, J must 
have known it, her very look must have told me— 
beautiful and pure as an angel! Beauty and <ite 
erljoyment had > ever appeared to me as the very 
prizes of life ; bi\t never have I known anything more 
simply beautiful than ( the entire devotion of this child- 
soul in purity *and truth, and unspotted by self-love. 

Some years passed away when my mother again 
thought fit to interfere. ‘That won’t do,’ she said; 
‘you anticipate future happiness,* and thereby will 
lose it You must separate. T£ou had better 

S 
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travel for a couple of years. I wiU watch over Lily 
meanwhile, and do what I can towards bringing hdV 
up for your delight. 'Yes, leave'us, my son; the 
time will come when you will see the,wisdom of 
counsel.' 

I coujd not but own that my mother was right, 
and declared myself ready to make the effort in the 
interest ,of future happiness, or, more correctly, of 
promised enjoyment It had become desirable, just 
abput that time, that one of the partners of thfc firm 
should go to South America ; it would be a length¬ 
ened absence. My old uncle could rot undertake 
it; my cousin, junior partner like myself, did not 
care for the journey ; I, therefore, yielding to my 
mother’s private representadons, offered to go. ‘ Lily 
dissolved in tears on taking leave; my mother’s 
severest influence scarcely could bring her to reason. 
I too was moved, but took comfort ih selfish thought 
‘Wait, little woman ; we shall meet again, and future 
delight will be.greater that present loss!’ 

I stayed away longer even than was expected. 
I often had news from home—letters, too, from Lily 
—wonderful letters! An angel might have written 
them, those delicately tender productions ; - and noth¬ 
ing could be more foreign to my own nature than 
the lovely thoughts expressed in those—shall I Say 
—ethereaj. letters ? But they did not sink into my 
heart: they only touched my ‘senses. Surely it was 
an evil delight which said : ‘ This tender blossom, so 
pure and innocent, is yours ; you will teach her one 
Jay that she too is flesh and bloqd, and a child of 
earth.’ 

I returned at last and saw her again. I was 
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charmed,—no,tRat is not the word,-*—I was enchanted 1 
raceful and slender—unutterably lovely, with maiden 
blushes, and veiling hereyes-*-just quitting childhood; 
she was not quite fifteen. 

But as I prpnounced her namfc she raided those 
wondrous eyes and looked at me. Joy trembled in 
tears,' and echoed through my soul# It .was but a 
look, but I was satisfied. I# clasped her to.my heart 

Shall I call them happy, the days which now had 
dawTied? They were happy, but not withoyt a 
sting. Seeing Lily was as though reading her 
letters. Again and again I felt she was the child 
of another sphere. How should she satisfy me? 
Even while I clasped her in rapture I knew her aims 
and fainc were far, far d£>art As childlike as ever, 
hers was the same yielding tenderness ; but her very 
affection filled me with regret The love in which 
she moved was unknown to me; she and I were 
diffejent as day and night, as heaven and hell. 

Some time passed away. Again my mother 
stepped between us, reminding me of the calls of 
good sense and propriety. The child .must be left 
free to develop; our constant intercourse would 
end in her treating me as a brother always, and that 
was not what I wanted. It was desirable that. I 

should take bachelor’s rooms, and the less I showed 

« 

myself at homy the better. For the tjst I could 
make myself as agreeable to Lily as I pleased, and 
as might be compatible with the solemn promise not 
to speak to her of love till she should have completed 
her seventeenth.year. 

My mother always had her w&y ; I promised and 
took rooms. I saw she was righj. Lily had not 
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unfolded in my presence as she might have done. 

There was a change on my leaving, and a new relation¬ 
ship promised to grow oifc of the old one. .She ceased 
being the mere child, her natural surrender clothing 
itself with maiderfiy reserve. I was obliged to be 
careful, aqd that was well. It was a time of trial, 
and continued s« in spite of its own share of antici¬ 
pating bligs. ... 

I remembered Annie and made inquiries. Her 
fathgr had died ; what had become of her no one 
could tell. My mother could have told I doubted 
not, but I dared not ask her. I tried to stifle recol¬ 
lection, and with Lily’s unconscious assistance I 
succeeded. . . . 

There was sorrow on the" horizon. Lily drooped. 
She had always been* delicate, and waking woman¬ 
hood found her more delicate still. Our utmost care 
gathered round her, and we resolved to winter in the 
south. Lily had grown thoughtful; the child .was 
trying to understand herself, dreamily musing within 
her soul. She seemed more lovely than ever, beset 
with the riddles of her deepest being. But delight 
in her yielded to anxiety. 

Thus we three—my mother, Lily, and jnyself— 
moved southward. It was a time of blessing; this 
period of my life appearing steeped in light, ami 
showing of darkness only what seemed needful to 
enhance the light Lily’s state of health grew less 
alarming; a year passed rapidly, I will not say 
without spot or blemish as far as it concerned myself, 
yet without leaving any real scar on the tablets of 
memory. It was ail but Paradise—but now, now it 
is hell! 
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How happy! we were, we three togetfrerl My 
•toother amiability itself—I anxious to be amiable— 
and* Lily lifting Her fair white cup to receive heaven’s 
*dew. She vjas happy, and she showed it* How 
gracefully she ij^ised her drooping dread ! hew radiant 
were her looks, drinking in the riches of beauty about 
her 1 *' Not only bodily, but mentally, slip unfolded 
charm upon charm in the genial atmosphere, half a 
year working a marvel of change. Womanhood 
had*risen in the blushes of dawn, sweet and fragrant 
as a rose just opening her chalice to the detvy kisses 
of morning.. In her relation to me also childhood 
receded; as tender and submissive as ever, there 
was an unconscious dignity about her. She was no 
lon^fer the petted darling, living only in the affection 
that surrounded her ; but she had found riches of life, 
fathomless and beautiful, within her own being. And 
before long shfe, whose natural gifts of mind and 
heart f ar surpassed my own, had gained an ascendency 
over me as complete as indescribable. Gladly I 
yielded myself to this influence ; it was a new delight 
—nobler and purer than any I had .tasted before. 
Lily raised me above myself—I hardly knew it at 
the time.; but new sensations, new interests, new 
hopes, filled my heart, teaching me gradually .tfeat 
tfcere were better things in life than gratifying self 
and pleasing the, senses. Day by daj^ intercourse 
with her refined and ennobled my nature. I was in 
a fair way of becoVning good, of becoming human, 
let me say! 

Her own eyes had opened to the beauty of the 
world—other beauty than I had'ever known, and by 
degrees I learned to see things with her eyes. But 
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her look'ancl longing continually soared beyond this 
world, which could not satisfy her .deepest desire* 
And can you believe dt, she drew mq after her. 
What power, what influence in so tender, so fragile a* 
creature 1 Jt cost her no effort. I followed, followed, 
as though her soul were a beacon in darkness. I 
listened to, her ,voice as to the guidance of a pro¬ 
phetess, directing my sight to a rapture of bliss. A 
new worlcl,—a worjd of the spirit,—opened to my 
wondering gaze, a vision of life eternal daw-oing 
slowly beyond. I do remember them, those blissful 
hours lifting my soul from the dust. ,Ah, God in 
heaven, what hours, what recollections, and now— 
what despair! 

But under that gentle influence I began to look 
backward also, and to .feel ashamed—-ashamed of the 
love I had felt for Lily. It was love—yes, such as I 
could give, disgracing that sacred name, a love which 
would have frightened her to death had she known 
it She was sp^rejl the horror of that discoveiy. 

Another spring was at hand, we were thinking of 
moving homewards. Lily had suffered lately from 
somewhat alarming symptoms—spasms of the heart, 
the doctor said. But we would not disquiet purselves, 
hoping nothing serious would supervene. Lily within 
these eighteen months had blossomed to such fulnesn 
of life, her measure overflowing, as jt were, with youth 
and beauty, and adding to our happiness daily. It 
had rendered us fearless. But a strange .anxiety took 
, hold of Lily, showing itself whenever we spoke of 
returning home I tried to discover \jdiat moved her, 
and to my utter astonishment, it appeared that an 
unsatisfied longing filled her heart. That old desire 
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of her childhood |to see the Holy Land had Juddenly 
assessed her afresh ; or perhaps the thought, as a 
hiddpn spark, had lived within her all these years. 
She entreated me not to take her home before she 
had set foot on the sacred soil, be ft for ever # so short 
a time. She could never rest, she thouglit, till she 
had t«en there, and if I would but take her thither, 
she would bless me for it even in heaven. 

I viewed her desire merely in the light of a 
childish Taney, even a foolish whim ; yet in my secret 
heart I admired the faithful persistence with which 
evidently slm had clung to that early love; it touched 
me, and I resolved, as far as lay with me, that her 
wish should be gratified. Indeed, she might have 
asked for a far more fqplish thing, and I could not 
have found it in me to deny her. When she begged 
for anything with that submissive angel look of hers, 
who could have .resisted ! 

I consulted my mother ; she demurred but eventu¬ 
ally agreed. We had spent those early spring days 
cruising about the Ionian Isles, a"hcf before long our 
faces were set to the east. Lily thanked me with a 
look, a sweet loving look, which remained deathless 
in my heart—yea, and it will burn there wit+i a pain 
unquenchable throughout the ages of hell. But 
fjom that hour a heavenly peace had settled on 'her. 
Silence had fallen upon her, but she was perfectly 
happy. 

A few wyrds more and my story will be ended 
Why should I add to my grief by speaking about it? 
But retrospect is not the least of hell’s torments.* 

We touchedf at the coast of Palestine and dis¬ 
embarked. As a queen I led her to the land of her 
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desire, rliysulf being the first of h^r servants. But 
her thoughts were not of queenship; to her owm 
mind she was but a fumble pilgrim. Slowly we 
proceeded from one sacred spot to another. Lily’i 
illness was more # serious than we guessed, but she 
would not' hear of rest She was suffering from 
heart-disease which had rapidly developed.' 1 The 
end was as sudcicn as unlooked for. At Bethlehem. 

m 

in a convent which received us for charity’s sake, 
she breathed her 'last, a few days before' ■she^ had 
completed her seventeenth year. She died with the 
satisfied smile of a saint on her face, for her desire 
had been given her. 

Death with her had lost its terror. As one 
glorified she lay—pale, but^n heavenly beauty;,- her 
hands folded on her^virgin bosom where the world 
had not entered. 

Perhaps you will scarcely believe.my words, that 
even in those last hours, and though I sickened with 
the sense of certain loss, she had power to lilt me 
high above penshhble grief. A fearless trust had 
come to me that, no matter what affliction re¬ 
mained on darth, the place was prepared where I 
might be united with her, where there is no uiore 
sorrow and no more pain, where death has passed 
arfaty. 

Terrible delusion ! 

• Her last words fell on m}* heart as a blessing 
from the upper world : 

‘Thanks, Philip! I am happy—6od be with 
youP . . . 

I was stricken ^ith grief. But *my inmost soul 
was buoyed with the hope that soon I, too, might 
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rise beyond the $each of sorrow. Jri a holy kiss her 
l*st breath had piingled with mine. 

flut scarcely *was she g*ne when the old self- 
tolled nature within me rosg. Goaded to despair I 
was wild with the knowledge of bereavement—what 
a treasure I ha<5 lost, both of beauty and affection, 
what ,*fches of promise, of joys untamed. f *And how 
near I had been to dreams Realised—but a few days 
and she would have been mine! As a wild beast 1 
raged, defrauded of its prey. She—she had escaped 
me ! This then was the reward of years of patience 
and self-denial. In her I had saved up treasures— 
pleasures untold, to lose it all by a single blow ! . . . 
And yet was it not meet it should be so ? Should 
I not* rejoice that she wa« spared the sad future that 
awaited her, th$ unholy touch of my passion P I 
could not rejoice then, Lily, but I think I could 
now—if I were not in hell! 

My mother too was grieved, but she did not lose 
her composure ; she sorrowed more for me, I think, 
than for the loss of her we had loved. We buried 
Lily in the Holy Land. She sleeps beneath a 
sycamore, not far from the spot where the Saviour 
of meh w^s born. 

We turned homeward. On our journey back t I 
fc^ind Martin. 

Thus I bccafne^he man I was. I gave myself 
up to the world,’and Hved only for its pleasures. I 
loved no one but myself, excepting, perhaps, my 
mother and the boy 1 had adopted. I say perhaps, 
for that I really loved them I cannot now be slir$, 
I conformed to outward Christianity, but my heart 
was far from it True, I joined not the sinners who 
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openly sit lh thh seat of the scornfif!, laughing at all 
things sacred ; but after Lily’s dea,th there was » 
reality nothing left I counted sacred, unless it he an 
occasional recollection of my own childhood left fa^, 
far behind. For at times I did remember those early 
days at Aunt Betty's knee, but I closed my heart, 
driving these thoughts away from it. 

Life dealt gently with my mother. She preserved 
her charms, and continued the perfect lady, admired 
by all. She had always been pious, but ^he took 
to ’bcit>g saintly now, trying hard to show me 
the way of life. However, she could not bring 
me further than that, for her sake, I paid proper 
attention to Christian observances, and, for my 
own sake, to common decency in the pursuit of 
pleasure. 

Let me stop here and rest from the pain of con¬ 
fession. Do not imagine that confessing with us is 
followed by relief. I am in hell, where there is no 
more repentance, no more sorrow for sin. 
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LIGHT increases slowly, but we never reach further 
than a kind of luminous twilight—the rcllcction ot 
Paradise. Time passes amid suffering, torture, and 
regret? Do not imagine*that because I can write 
what perchance interests you, it/ollows that it inter¬ 
ests me, or that I can fill up my time. That, too, is 
but imaginary; time seems to pass, but alleviation 
there js none. Upon earth the worst misery yields 

to the consolation that, sooner or later, it must come 

• • 

to an end. But here—awful fact—time itself is 
endless! 

Memories! memories! Facts long since for¬ 
gotten? he# they arc, as though they had happened 
but yesterday. I try to escape them, and once 
m$re recollections of Aunt Betty are something of 
an anodyne. Id thinking of her, and her invariable 
kindness to me throughout the years of my child¬ 
hood, I long Ijpr teais of gratitude. But the eye is 
dry as a parched desert. How good she was to me, 
but kindest of aH to my father! And how loving 
to all whom she could serve. Jhe humblest was 
not beneath her, if she could lend him a helping 
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hand. HSw oftfn would she sit ilp for my mothei 
sending the tired maid to bed. JIow often wo«t< 
she spend an evening t/ith the servant girls, showinj 
then\ how to make thpir own clothe^s, and teachifl] 
them the art of, laying by something out of thei 
wages. £he would read to them, and amuse then 
to keep‘therr^ steady, and was actually g6ing t< 
teach the coachman his, letters. But there my fathe 
interfered, introducing him to a night-school instead 
Her health was anything but strong y«t shi 
neVer considered herself when the burdens of other 
could be lightened. If ever anythyig made he 
angry, it was the request to take care of herseli 
‘ I ?' she would say, as if the most monstrou 
demand had been proffered, ‘ I ?—what do yoi 
mean !’ She had p\it self so far ajvay that the ide; 
of caring for it appeared to her almost ludicrous 
Love gave her a wondrous power of self-command 
When my mother had hurt her feelings—no ran 
occurrence I fear—and she had brushed away tl 
tears, she never failed doing a special turn of sisterly 
service with a face of angelic devotion ; anxious t< 
appear all the more light-hearted in my father’: 
presence, if perchance he had noticed it, :*pd looker 
distressed. Of course her own loving and hopefu 
disposition assisted her in ever making the bcst*o 
things ; but more than this, it \Yas*the divine spiri 
moving in her. Love had become second natun 
to her. And love always helped hej in doing th< 
right thing, however strangely*she might set about it 
Jldr education had been neglected, even as regard; 
religious knowledge. If you had asked her th< 
simplest questions about faith and hope and charity 
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she would probably have startled you with ignorant 
aikwers ; but sh« had these things, and they made 
her a»child of heaten. 

The room sfie had choser* for herself was simple, 
but her own neatness pervaded it* Yet pne could 
not say there was any order in her room. Every 
available space was littered with objects great and 
small in wonderful variety, offering to the observant 
mind a l^ey to my aunt’s inmost .nature ; for amid 
valuables of every description there were articles 
only fit for the dust-bin apparently. But rfiy aunt 
knew why she valued them. They were a sort of 
landmarks, in her estimation, by which her life’s 
history could be traced. Even at an early age 1 
had at vague notion of the sanctity of these relics, 
and must own I. handled thena reverently. They 
would set my fancy going, and I would invent 
stories where aurftie’s authentic knowledge appeared 
loth tq lift the veil. 

Aunt Betty, as a rule, dressed rpoi;e than simply, 
despising all pretence at fashion in her daily life. 
Not that she ‘ could not an’ she would,' as she used 
to say. And she valued a handsome present now 
and thfcn, not for the sake of the object itself, but as 
a mark of people's regard for her. She liked to Jbp 
thus honoured by those, for whom she spent herself 
in service! Bofh my father and my mother lost 
no opportunity of presenting, her with costly gifts, 
articles of dr|ss$)fcspfccially, if my mother was the 
giver. Aunt Betty wbuld accept these things with 
almost childish ytisfaction, shutting them up forth* 
with in her spacious wardrobe. »And thus it came 
about that she owned quite an array of millinery. 
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shawls, mantles* bonnets, laces, fifrs, and what not, 
without ever wearing them. That they grew ofH- 
fashioned did not trouble her in ftie lqast; but th|it 
the moth should not «eat them wa$ her conscien¬ 
tious c&rq. For* this reason she wyuld hold regular 
exhibitions, when bed, table, and chairs were loaded 

V 11 

with her .treasures by way of giving them an airing ; 
she walking about with* a quiet expression of owner¬ 
ship, her gentle h^tnds smoothing out or dusting her 
finery. But her eyes seemed far away. Oi, if a 
gay rrfood supervened, she would even place a 
feathered bonnet on her dear old head, looking at 
herself in the glass with a peculiar smile, as though 
she were comparing the once maiden Betty, whose 
youth and beauty brought’ homage to her feef, with 
the aging spinster whom the wodd scarcely knew 
now, whose life had run in the narrow channel of 
sacrifice. ‘I am an old goose,’ * she would say, 
putting up her gear with her lavender bags. 

But auntie, bgsides these things, owned a small 
library of choice works, beautifully bound. She 
would dust them as lovingly as those unused gar¬ 
ments. But she never read them, having neither 
time nor quiet, she said. 'Some day when* I am 
Ql& and no longer needed, I will read them all,’ she 
would add. Among her many peculiarities her habit 
of reading aloud deserves notice. t * Understanding, 
in her case, presupposed hearing, which proves that 
the art of reading with her nevdr reaebtd beyond the 
rudimentary stage. Poor Aufit Betty, keeping your 
books for a time when you are no longer needed 1 
But that time found you singing psalms with the 
angels. 
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In the duskTif the evening I would'often seek 
Ifcr room. I #would find her sitting in silence 
|nd *lost in .thought. But Jhe was never annoyed 
at my disturbing her—she k>ved me too mush for 
that And the^ she would begin "telling jnt stories, 
quite a special gift with her. I doubt not^ but that 
she mostly made up her stories as the tjold them. 
What if they were no great literary productions, they 
breathed^a poetry of their own—a jvarmth and loving- 
kindfless that fascinated my childish heart. It was 
Aunt Betty who first instructed me in religion. If 
her teaching ^vas not exactly dogmatic, it was most 
truly practical. The impressions it left—so deep, so 
sweet, so tender—how could they ever fade away ! 

Ohe evening we wete sitting by her window. 
The sky was clear and the stars were shining with 
unusual brightness. The wondrous sight impressed 
my childish miifd. No doubt I had noticed them 
before 1 hut looking back to that hour, it seems as 
thougli on that evening I first beheld the sparkling 
lights of heaven. I wanted to know what the stars 
were, and what was behind them. Then Aunt Betty 
spoke to me of the dwelling-place of our Heavenly 
Father and its many mansions of indescribable 
beauty. I would go there some day on lca^ipg 
earth, if I were a good and holy child. 

The prospect pleased me, but curiosity was not 
satisfied. I wanted to’know more—I wanted a direct 
answer to m)| question. Now, many an instructor of 
youth might have Wen puz7.1ed, but Aunt Betty's 
imagination wag far too fertile to be so easily at 
fault She continued therefore a ‘ Behind the stars, 
my child, there is a grand beautiful hall of glory 
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such as eye has .not seen, and there God sits upon 
His throne with the qnly-begotten £on a t His rigflt 
hand. Right in the rhiddle of the hajl ther» is a 
Christmas tree, higheri. than the highest mountain 
on earth, full of lights and most b^utiful presents. 
And who do you think arc gathered beneath that 
tree ?—w|iy, ali the good children who, having lived 
holy lives, have come .to be children of God and 
blessed angels. JThere they are, alwayg happy, 
always good. They rejoice at the tree which is 
prepared for them, ajrd praise God with new songs, 
their voices ringing sweetly through the spaces of 
heaven. The presents on the tree are all theirs—I 
mean they are always being given to them—yet the 
tree is never empty.’ 

I thought this delightful. ‘ But what are the 
stars?’ I said, reverting to my question. 

1 The stars, child ?—well, I will tell you,’ said 
auntie. ‘Right round that hall there are innumerable 
little peep-hol^s ^through which the light of the 
Christmas tree shines upon earth. We call them 
stars. Whenever the little angel-children have done 
singing, they go and look through these peep-holes, 
anxious to know whether boys and girls on earth are 
trying to be good, and likely to join them some day ; 
for they consider them their little brothers and sisters, 
and wish them to become as happy as they are. 
Whenever you see the stars therefore, you must re¬ 
member that through each one of them t^e eye of some 
angel looks down upon you. That is why the stars 
twinkle, just as these big eyes of yours twinkle as 
you look at me. t Now you see that you must 
always try to be good and obedient, else some angel’s 
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eyes would fill wnth tears ; and yoti would not like 
them to be sad lyhile watching, you.’ 

T«his accqunt ito moved me that tears rose to my 
own eyes, and J lay sobbing hi Aunt Betty’s lap. It 
was the desire c/ knowing more wfliich ficst* tended 
to quiet me: 

‘ Bflt, auntie,’ I said, ‘tell me what'happens to all 
the bad children ?’ 

This question very nearly puzzled her. She was 
too tender-hearted to speak to me of hell and its 
terrors, so she said : ‘The bad children—well,! think 
they are put jnto some dark comer—far, far away 
from God and His dear Son.’ 

Again I was not satisfied ; there must be more. 

* Well,’ she continued,listen. The bad children 
are shut up in an, ugly room, wlicre the fire has gone 
out, and where it is so cold and miserable that they 
chatter with thcir'teeth. It is dark too, for the light 
has been taken away, and they tremble with fear. 
They cry and knock at the door as jia\;d as they can, 
but no one pays any attention.’ 

I thought that dreadful. 1 I am ,frightcncd, 
auntie,’ I whispered, pressing quite close to her. 

‘ Look up at the stars, my child,’ she said ; ‘ then 
you won’t be frightened.’ And she stroked my haj& 

Fear left me. * Tjie stars did twinkle £s though 
they said, ‘Be good, little child;’ and I felt quite 
ready to be good. 

‘ I should like to hear them sing,’ I went on 
presently. ‘ Do you know, auntie, how angels sing?’ 

‘ I will try and* show you,’ she responded, falling 
in at once with my desire. And with her sweet 

6 
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voice she sang to me one of her'- favourite hymns 
How beautiful it sounded in the ..evening twiligkt 
There was nothing grind about her votce, but .some¬ 
thing so childlike in its gentle tone£ that the song 
sank into my hsart as I kept watching the stars ; 
and they seemed to look down upon me as kind as 
auntie herself,^twinkling again and again, ‘ Bd good 1’ 
Another moment, and .my hearing was charmed, fol¬ 
lowing my gaze., Earth was not, but onjy heaven, 
and auntie’s hymn was the new song of angels. I 
listened with a rapt devotion that swelled my childish 
soul, folding my hands unconsciously ,as Aunt Betty 
had taught me ; and I tried to twinkle back at the 
stars with my own eyes to let them see that with 
my ears, with my heart,' I was listening to their 
angels. 

When the singing ceased and silence had carried 
me back to the present, I felt quite poor and for¬ 
saken. But all that night in dreams I s^w the 
heavenly tree„aqd heard the songs of glory. 

Many an evening we spent like that, Aunt Betty 
singing, aqd I watching the stars. And before long 
I had learned her hymns and we sang them together. 
I believe it was with auntie as with myself: Singing 
our hymns to the praise of God, we felt both carried 
away from earth, both longing for that which is 
behind the stars. 

One evening Aunt, Betty'told me the story of the 
rich man and poor Lazarus. It greajily affected me. 
I was very glad for the poo'r beggar to have been 
carried right into Abraham’s bosom, where he was so 
happy ; but the rich man longing in the torment of 
hell for a little drop of water moved my deepest pity. 
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I grieved for him, shedding an agoriy of tears. Poor 
rfch man, how rtard it was p punish him so dread- 
ijillyl Auntie was quite unhappy at my distress. 
No doubt she meant to impress me, but not ih this 
way, and she trifcd her utmost to calm my* feelings. 

‘ Dp,n’t take it to heart so much, child,' she said. 
‘ I do not think you need. And it Was vely unkind 
of Father Abraham to deify him a poor drop of 
water. £od, I dare say, did not like that at all; 
indeed, if I know Him aright, I should not be sur¬ 
prised if Father Abraham had a'scolding for it. For 
if a drop of water could comfort the rich man in his 
torment, I don’t believe God would have refused it. 
And He who freely gave His precious blood would 
not be so unkind about mere water. And, moreover, 
didn’t you hear that the rich man even in hell 
remembered his brethren ? That, I am quite certain, 
pleased God very much indeed. Love to the brethren 
cannot but move the heart of God, even if it comes 
right from the midst of hell.’ • • 

Thus she comforted me. She would not have 
hesitated to say a great deal more than this to 
still my grief. Poor Aunt Betty !—I said sh» could 
not dogmatise: the one creed she was sure of was 
God's wonderful love ; and judging that love by 1/et 
owti loving heajt, she believed it fully capable of 
flooding all creation with its own indweHing good¬ 
ness. But why do I call her poor? It is I who 
am poor—all Jhe poorer for memories 1 I will not 
call them painful memories, though I ache with 
them. Do you• understand me? Even in hefl* 
something precious is bound up with such memories, 
though,on the other hand it cannot but add to gr^ef— 
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just as a certain sweetness in some viands brings ou? 
the fact that they are 's^iur. I spetfk of childhoocfs 
memories: those of later years, save those connected 
with Lily, are all sorrow—all despair; f I would gladly 
forget them, but it is part of my piftiishment that I 
cannot ' 

Thus 1 distinctly remember the religious instruc¬ 
tion which was to prepare me for confirmation. I 
was deeply moved, and hardly know howfsuch im¬ 
pressions should pass so quickly, so entirely, as 
though they had hot been. The clergyman in 
question was as godly as venerable r ; the animal 
nature was strong in me even then, but he knew how 
to keep it under. It needed but a look of his eye, 
and I felt a prisoner to the divine, listening anxiously 
to his teaching. He had a rare gift of touching the 
heart and drawing it out. He spoke to us on the 
words : ‘ Be ye reconciled to God !’ How could I 
ever forget those words? Alas, I did forget 1 them, 
but now they fierce the soul ; they keep ringing in 
the brain: ‘Be reconciled—be reconciled to God!’ 
And when ‘once their memory is upon me, nothing 
will dlive it out, till some other recollection, some 
other pain, takes their place. 

I remember all he said on that occasion,—I re¬ 
member it now from beginning to end,—but I ccAild 
not repeat'it, there being a great gulf between now and 
the time of those words. Nor can the recollection of 
them do me any good; they qrc barrefi of comfort, of 
instruction—barren entirely of peace. It is only my 
mind which takes them in now; thchcart is closed. It 
is as though the words were hollow ; or perhaps I am 
hollqw and empty, and there is nothing left that can 
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^fill me. I do rdnember that he spoke t® us of God’s 
gwn word, whereby salvation was o'fiered to men, but 
all that is outsf<}e of me offy. I am like the rich 
♦nan thirstihg for a drop of water, but there is no 
one to give ii I make painful efforts to ^3r*nk in, 
as it were, any* of the words I think of; they are 
thcre*> I once knew them by heart, but I cannot lay 
hold of them. They seem quite close at* times, but 
when I would take them to myself, they are gone. 
Thi^ teJribly hopeless effort is perhaps the worst of 
hell’s torments. 

You may understand from \his how it is possible 
with me to speak of things pertaining to the king¬ 
dom of God — naming the Saviour, the Crucified 
One, speaking of repentance and faith—-without the 
faintest share in their blessing ; nay, mentioning them 
with my lips * merely, despair filling the heart, 
everything is \ain and empty in hell : those words 
are but soulless sounds to me ; I know them out¬ 
wardly, I can speak of them, but their meaning is 
nothing to me. I know that thefe fs a Saviour, and 
that He is the Son of God, but Him I know not; it 
is empty knowledge; His very name even is gone. 

I hate myself, and say I have deserved it al*; but it 
is fruitless repentance—repentance without cleansing 
tears. And as for faith, of course I believe—ihtist 
believe ; but that too is empty—not faith which 
clings to that Which it believes. Do ilbt the devils 
believe—they must—and tfemble ? ‘ lie reconciled 

to God !’ What pc^wer these words had to move 
me! I felt in that hour as though it must be man’s 
one and only object on earth to seek reconciliation 
with God, and, having found it, t£> go to Him through 
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the portal ef death. I remembered the stars and 
their loving message, ‘ Be good!’ and I felt ready 
to turn my back upon* (the world once for all. My 
first communion was a? an earnest that I had sef 
my feet, upon thp path to heaven, but I quickly 
turned aside ; at the very church door the world lay 
waiting With its ; pleasant road to hell. 

‘Be reconciled to God !’—the words keep sound¬ 
ing about me, not as an echo from heaven, but rather 
as a curse of hell.' ‘ Be reconciled—recoiVciled to 
God I’ y/hy must I hear it when there is no more 
reconciliation—when the door of mercy is closed. 
O terrible retribution! 

If at times I know not what to do with myself, 
I show myself in the Row, for of course that 
too is here—Hyde Park, Champs ElysCes, Prater, 
Unter den Linden, Corso, Prado, all in one. And 
upon my word I do not think there is much 
difference between these fashionable resorts iipon 
earth and their' semblance here—I mean so far as 
what the world pleases to call style is concerned ; 
we could scarcely outdo the world in that respect, 
but we have far more variety. For with you but 
one fashion can prevail at a time, whereas here 
all * lashions flourish, all the nonsense of centuries 
combined. Just think of that—all the inventions of 
la Ttwde brought together, say of a thousand years! 
Could there be a more absurd picture taking the 
fashion of dress for instance ? Whatever gloom or 
wretchedness be upon me, I assure you I laugh right 
out at the sight—folly convicted dut of its own 
mouth as it were. Just stop for a moment and 
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imagine the effect!—women covered .to th<* neck with 
fl*unces and furbelows on the one hand, or half naked 
on the other j puffed out to deformity here, tight as 
ptmp-handles there. Bonnetp like coal-scuttles^here, 
bonnets like da^ese-plates there! , But wh© could 
name all their nonsense of farthingales ancf stomach¬ 
ers, ruffles and laces, crinolines and Jiigh-art-styles, 
fancy costumes and divided ^kirts ? not to mention 
chignons like very towers of Babel, and simpleton 
fringes, and what not Imagine them, I say, the fools 
of ten years only brought together, and try to thitik 
of the fools of ten centuries 1 And then to believe 
any one fashion beautiful, any one of them dictated 
by the‘good taste’ to which they all pretend. In 
the world somehow they .pass for beautiful, perhaps 
because only one at a time jean rule; but since 
every fashion which has had its day straightway goes 
to hell, and since there is no past here but a con¬ 
tinuous present, they all flourish together, and a 
nice medley it is 1 One feels ashamed of humanity 
at the absurd sight And what is'more, fashionable 
people here are thoroughly ashamed of themselves, 
though they try hard to appear very proud of their 
clothes. .It is a show of vanity, and we are Horribly 
conscious of it—I say we, since I am sure I am no 
better than the rest We know what sorry fools we 
are, but nevertheless we are very anxious to dress 
ourselves, choosing the fashion we followed in the 
world. And «the worst is, our clothes do not even 
clothe us, as 1' told you already ; we all see through 
each other’s attire, no matter how stylish it is. Tfue^ 
that painful sense of nakedness is common to all 
here ; still to be naked is oiie thing, and to go about 
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naked, pretending at the same time* to be fashionably 
dressed, is another; and it is very hard to be laughed 
at, knowing all the wflte how heartily one deserves it. 

Would all the votaries of fashion, men arW 
womeiqon earth t could view—were ; it for a moment 
only—its'true appearance as seen in hell, and they 
would ribver c^esire to be fashionable again ! - 

It is 'strange—no, not strange, but sadly true— 
that most people believe vanity and the love of 
dress no great sib, but, at worst, only one of. those 
arftiable foibles to which one may plead guilty quite 
innocently. 

Love of dress in itself perhaps need not become 
a sin—I say perhaps; but look at it as you please, 
there is that connected with it which cannot but tend 
to the soul’s ruin. Its aims and the aims of the 
spirit lie widely apart; it takes the place of better 
things, and vanity, clinging to you as a cloud, will 
hide the true objects of life. Men or women ruled 
by vanity fritter away their time, and when they die 
not only good wJVks do not follow them, but oppor¬ 
tunities wasted stand round their bier. Who has the 
face now tb say that vanity, that love of dress, is 
harmless ? 

I look upon my own life. How plainly I see it 
air now,—how gladly would I improve opportunities, 
could they but return ! : 

I am iiitlincd to conclude this letter with a little 
story I once heard somewhere in Italy, feeling loth 
at the same time to do so, for there ait things about 
which one should not speak jestingly, least of all in 
hell. 

However, the thing is ! not without its lesson, which 
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may be useful to you. Nor is it fear* that would 
prevent me, but rather an instinctive dread, a kind 
of Repugnance, *tp appear nla’king light of a solemn 
Verity. It Is a sort of burlesque myth, but contain¬ 
ing that whiclt ^hould not be laughed at. tfere it is: 

God from all eternity had purposed in'His counsel 
to rrfeke man. And the devil fronj the ’beginning 
knew the mind of God. God carried out Ilis eternal 
purpose. He made man, and it was easy for Him 
to qjakl him good: He simply created him in His 
own image, llut the devil made desperate dcfforfij to 
discover how he might mar this image of God. 

‘ I have got it 1’ said Lucifer to his grandmother, 
who sat knitting in a dark corner of hell. She was 
always knitting toils atuj looping snares to catch the 
unwary, though, being a person of property, she had 
no need to work so hard. 

‘I have gotj it 1’ repeated Lucifer. ‘I will put 
evil desire into man’s heart, so that he shall love the 
forbicldcn, and delight in disobedience. 1 will make 
a wrongdoer of him.’ 

‘All right, my boy—all right,’ said the granddame; 
‘ but that won’t do it. Evil desire Aiay be con¬ 
quered, and the Lord God is the One to do*it’ 

‘The deuce!’ cried Lucifer. ‘You may be right 
tjrough ; I’ll think of something else.’ And down he 
went to the ncl+icrmost hell, where he had his private 
study. And there he spent a thousa'nd years in 
deepest mediation, staring into the future with burn¬ 
ing eyes. 

‘I have got it!’ he cried again, rushing up’in t a 
whirlwind. ‘ I ‘shall fill the heart of man with self- 
love and sclf-wilL I shalll infatuate him so entirely 
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that he will ‘ever think of himself first I shall make 
a vainglorious wretch of him, more or less, as thf 
case may be.’ 

‘All right, my boy, all-’ But here sh£ 

dropped ,a stitch. Catch up a firebrand—that’ll do, 
I see ! Yefe, my boy, all right; but that won’t do it 
Self-love 'and ^plf-will may be rooted out, and the 
Lord God'is the One to do it’ 

‘ Confound it,’ roared Lucifer, ‘that these silly crea¬ 
tures should be so'hard to ruin. They are'scarcely 
worth the trouble. But I shall get them,— pazUnza, 
I mean to get them !' And away he went to con¬ 
sider the matter once more in his study. 

A thousand years again had passed—he knew it 
not; and returning from lys cogitation, the grand- 
dame still sat knitting on the spot where he had 
left her. She was so old that a thousand years 
did not add so much as a wrinkle to her ugly 
skin. She seemed more intent than ever upon her 
work. 

‘Now I have' g6t it!’ cried Satan exultingly. ‘I 
myself will take up my abode in man’s heart and 
will utterly pervert him. He shall take falsehood 
for truth, vice for virtue, shame for honour.' I’ll 
make a fool of him—a fool of perversity.’ 

' 1 My boy,’ said the grandmother, gloating over 
her meshes, ‘ that won’t do it, my buy. What has 
been perverfcd can be converted, and the Lord God 
is the One to do it.’ * 

‘ I shall give it up,’ growled the devil despond- 
ingly ; ‘ it quite spoils my digestion ; however, I will 
make one more effort’ 

Another thousand yetlrs rolled on without record 
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or almanac, and do one could tell what hfed become 
o^them. 

Oyce more Lflfifer returnefi* to his aged relative ; 
hi really did look worn and iij need of a tonic. The 
devil’s grandmother, strange to say, ljad done fitting, 
nets and snares in untold quantity being'ready for 
ages td»come. She sat twiddling hej thuihbs and 
longing for her hopeful progeny—lovable or hateful, 
he was her only one. 

‘Syre.Vve got it now!’ exclaimed Lucifer,entering 
her presence ‘Vanity shall be man’s second, nature, 
—vanity and love of dress. I will make an ape of 
him, and as a*n ape he shall delight in himself, and 
become a laughing-stock to his neighbour.' 

‘ That’s it,’ cried the granddame, delighted, her 
ugly cat’s eyes turning greener and greener. ‘ Your 
former plans were all very useful in their way, but 
they lacked one tfiing—they were not nearly simple- 
seeming enough really to beguile him. For, however 
evil of desire, however self-willed and perverse man 
might become, he would always Hhvl a feeling left 
that something was wrong ; there is such a thing as 
conscience, remember, putting most men on their 
guard • as regards great wickedness. Nor is there 
any saying what the Lord God in His infinite love 
for human souls may not devise towards keeping 
them straight 

‘ Vanity, howefver, is quite another thiri^, and love 
of dress, how ^armless 1 A rfiost precious invention 
of yours, my 'boy. Vanity, I declare, will become 
great upon earth ; it looks so innocent, no one will 
suspect it Poor* things, why should they not amuse’ 
themselves with their looking - glasses and their 
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faddles ? 'What more excusable than to spend the 
time in adorning oneself—in trying to look pre^y 
and appear amiable *iti society? r Yes, men wjll all 
yield to vanity, for thc^ will not suspect it Vanify 
shall b^ the door f through .vyhich all .other wickedness, 
evil desire, self-love and perversity, will find a ready 
entrancd; vanjty, I say, seemingly harmless, will take 
them to hell. True, the Lord God still is able to do 
what He pleases ; we must not forget that But I 
am not an old wdman for nothing, and have known 
a few things in my time. I cannot see for the life 
of me how God should care to stop any fool who, 
with the happiest conscience imaginable, and delight¬ 
ing in his well-dressed appearance, goes trotting.com¬ 
placently to hell.’ 

The old she-fiend had become quite excited ; she 
shook herself, and her skin, wrinkled and loose with 
age, hung about her as the skin of snake. 

‘ I am proud of you, my boy and I will help you,' 
she continued. 1 It’s about the time that I should 
cast my skin, aruf it is just the thing you want. I 
will make it appear very lovely, as, after all, is but 
natural, sinte it is part of my very own nature ; it 
shall be varied and many-coloured, and every fool 
shall delight in it. . It will remain with you to make 
them accept it, but that will be easy, with their apish 
predilection for anything new and - startling—you’ll 
see the consequences, diavolino. They’ll worship a 
new goddess, Fashion by name ; they’ll believe her 
the most harmless of idols, and they’ll never suspect 
—-ha ! ha!—that it is nothing more or less than my 
cast-off skin! Fashion will be the prop of vanity, 
and men will fritter away their life in hollow pursuit. 
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The ape in man will have the upppr hand, and the 
nftvclty of fashipn will be cmdless. But now give 
tpe a hand, .and *1 will fortmvith cast my skin. 1 
am quite stiff fior want of extrcise.’ 

Lucifer was t delighted. ‘ Pcrtbaccho,' he cried, 
‘ it’s a ( bright idea !’ 

An3, catching up the old grandmother, he danced 
about with her wildly, to the wonderment of hell. 
And thc| devil’s granddame was beside herself with 
laughter, bursting almost with merriment. 

‘ They’ll worship my skin, jiiavolirw,' sire cri£d : 
‘they’ll worshio my skm •’ 


iltsNwf if 

Id P»»aati IfcllaT Sea 

V ? fco** fVn Lun 

HOt CxCHAHBCAtLE AMO 

not sauiu. 



Better viii. 


It may surprise you to hear me speak of books in 
hell, but you will soon perceive the fitness of things, 
it being neither more nor less than this: whatever is 
bad must come to hell, so of printed matter whatever 
is morally evil or arrogantly stupid tends hitherwards, 
the books arriving first, the authors following, and 
their publishers along with them. You will under¬ 
stand then .that we are well off for literature, of a 
certain description, that is to say. 

Polite literature for instance has provided us with 
countless novels, very popular, if trashy and some¬ 
times immodest There is no civilised nation or 
countryHhat has not produced its share, varying in 
quantity or quality. They seem represented by two 
species chiefly—one can hardly call them schools-r- 
the purely sensational and the sensationally impure; 
the former being content to hint where the latter 
touch boldly, the former often supremely worthless, 
where the latter are wickedly ingenious. Many 
' authbrs, and especially some authoresses, appear to 
find their life’s duty in pandering to depraved taste, 
or worse, in fostering it i I might mention names, 
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but I refrain. Only let me assure, these* experts of 
the pen, ladies and gentlemen, that they are well 
known here., doubt it wifi create quite a flutter 
in their boson^s, adding not * little to their sepse of 
fame, to learn *that their talent »is so expensively 
appreciated, and that their books are fashfonable, not 
only lh polite society on earth, but even in hell 1 
There is this drawback, to.be sure, to damp their 
spirits, ^iat for the present they must be satisfied 
with* mere honour—pay being withheld till they 
themselves join their circle of.readers hem Then 
their reward ,shall be given them in this matter also. 

This branch of the so-called belles-lettres , trashy 
novels, is greatly in vogue upon earth ; it is not the 
goot> books which chiefly enrich the publishers, or 
authors either. , There are peqple whose intellectual 
food consists in nothing but the former; but the 
soul lives not tlxit could testify to fnental or spiritual 
growth by their aid. If the use of such books is 
null on earth, what must it be here, where not even 
the miserable object remains of whiling away the 
time ? 

But to proceed : there is no lack ficre even of 
theological writings—especially of modern com¬ 
mentaries, but also of the dogmatic and homiletical 
l^jnd. To speak plainly, how many a book of fine 
sermons or of rdligjous comfort arrives here, preceding 
the hireling shepherds 1 With casuistry too we are 
thoroughly {Provided. The Middle Ages are repre¬ 
sented chiefl^ by a vast amount of priestly falsehood, 
systematised into all sorts of fanatical quibbles ’ar\d 
sacerdotal inventions concerning the deep questions 
of religion. The more mldem school may be said 
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to have reached ^ climax in the days of Voltaire and 
the encyclopedists, takjng a fresh start with Karat 
and his followers. You observe I epeak broadly, iij 
a European sense, refracting from particularising or 
quoting nearer hojne. You may judge for yourself, 
and be surfc that no literary means are wanting here 
to advance the .interests of atheism. For, mind you, 
even in hell those who ‘ believe and tremble ’ may 
be brought to a worse state. For the rest since I 
never troubled myself about theology, either as a 
science c r otherwise k I am not likely to study it 
here. 

Besides this so-called true theology, there are 
found with us the writings of those puffed-up, half¬ 
crazy fanatics,—the false p/ophets of every degree, 
who make a sort of trade of religion. Their literary 
effusions are generally laughed at, even here ; but in 
most cases the author himself arrives before long, 
and laughter for him turns to weeping. These 
curious divines have a special corner assigned to 
them in this placft, differing greatly from the para¬ 
dise they believed themselves heirs of in virtue of 
their singula* calling. 

Philosophy too is well represented. Philosophers 
on the whole are a harmless tribe. Some of them 
mfty be groping for wisdom which includes goodness 
and piety, and others are merely the victims of some 
peculiar mafiia which hurts no one. We get the 
writings of those only whom conceit, of intellect 
drives to the front. I might quote .>ome curious 
instances, showing how, within a professor’s den, 
sbme ten feet square, the universe may be grasped, 
the mystery of life t solve 1, eternity gauged ; in fact, 
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how the ocean of the infinite may be got into the 
nutshell of a finjte brain. ^ 

I«’ passing merely I mention the literature of the 
faw. If I ignored it altogether it might be,taken 
for disrespect, And I am sure I »would rather not 
offend the gentlemen of the robe. Let me,state the 
plain fact: I reverence justice, but I feej doubtful 
about lawyers. Did not stjme sharp-witted urchin 
make the discovery that the devil was a ‘ lawyer ’ 
fromo the beginning? I would rather wash my 
hands of them, not understanding them* in the 
least. 

Last, but not least, I turn to the literary geniuses 
of the reviewing department, at the risk even of 
most* dreadfully offending them. No reviewer, I 
presume, would, flatter himself with the conceit 
that his dissertations could have any but the most 
ephemeral value*; I feel loth to disabuse their laud¬ 
able ^modesty, but I am bound to let them know 

that some do live—live in hell! I have made the 

• • 

startling discovery that of reviews not a few appear 
to be written in ignorance, or inspired by envy and 
even downright malice. Reviewers form a species 
apart, not,nurtured in babyhood, it would seem, with 
the milk of human kindness. I was assured oflpc 
tl^it in order to review a book properly, one had 
need to be something of a misanthrope—something 
of a cynic at any rate, since barking and biting 
seems to be Jhc great delight Be this as it may, I 
have always Maintained that reviewers, as a natural 
curiosity, may be divided into two classes — thos^ 
who are capable of passing judgment, and those who 
are not The former, strange to say, cautiously, and 
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indeed rarely, advance their criticism, and nothing of 
theirs is ever seen here.f 0 

The latter may be subdivided Into professional^ 
and amateurs. The ffl'st of these ,'vho trade, as 
it were,°in the reviewing line, wilB have to plead 
guilty in most cases that they started originally 
with an aspiration of book-writing, but did n6t suc¬ 
ceed. They have never got over their disappoint¬ 
ment. 

The second subdivision consists chiefly—would 
you believe it ?—of -a set of precocious youths, as 
clever as they are conceited, requiring an outlet for 
their exuberance. I have known them of the age 
of twenty, and even less, feeling grown-up all of a 
sudden by means of their first review: if their criti¬ 
cism was somewhat green, there was audacity to 
cover it 1 hey don’t mean any special harm, but 
they do feel themselves seated on' a throne, duly 
hidden of course, and snubbing authors—their grand¬ 
fathers in age and experience. 

By dint of numerous review's, then, we are kept 
au courant with the events of the book-market 
Whenever a specially mordant piece of criticism 
arrives fiere we know that it has been called forth by 
a publication which is probably good and certainly 
harmless. It is the caricature only which reaches 
us ; but it is so, alas, with most things! 

As for newspapers?—it stands to reason that 
much of the daily food provided in tnese quarters 
cannot fare any better, since ambition^ of gain, pri¬ 
vate or public, unblushingly presides at the board. 
How many a journal ha< but the one object in view 
•—the making of money 1 ? How many others have 
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actually sold themselves to further the paltry interests 
o^this or that p^rty, not caring in the least, in their 
hardened consciences, how far astray they lead the 
public mind ? 

And what sKall I say of the appalling *amount 
of despatches, notes, and official memoranda inter¬ 
changed between the various Cabinets for .no other 
reason, it would seem, but .that of misleading?— 
specimen^ of ambiguous phraseology, ever appealing 
to truth and justice, but heeding neither truth nor 
justice wherever a chance of gain or even the inter¬ 
ests of vulgar, passion come to the front This sort of 
political documents are rarely got hold of by news¬ 
papers even ; on earth they are of the things that 
walk*in secret, but they fail not to furnish us down 
here with many, a curious explanation of historic 
events. I have come to suspect that nothing is 
more outrageously false, and cruel, and opposed to 
every .will of God, than what goes by the name of 
higher politics. 

You sec from this sketch that we arc not at a 
loss for reading, but you will also perceive that the 
vile productions reaching us can nowise tend to 
edify or oven really instruct us. If they enable us 
to follow events in the world, it is by a kind.pf 
inserted effect, suggesting in fact the very opposite 
of what they assert. There is here no .pleasure in 
reading ; on the contrary, th<^ more one peruses, the 
more one sickbns ; but nauseated though we feel, we 
are unable to*get out of the intellectual slough, the 
mire of a lying literature. 

I never imagined while bring on earth that I had 
need-to render thanks fori anything ; that health, 
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riches, happy days, were gifts to be grateful for, but 
rather accepted them ^as the natural appurtenancis 
of my existence ; and if I thought about them ^t 
all, it was only to wish for more, fqr I was ne^er 
satisfied 1 with life«as I found it, nor ,vith the world I 
lived in., ‘Now I view things differently; I see now 
that the gifts of life are blessings unspeakable, and 
all the greater for being entirely undeserved. On 
looking back—and I am ever looking b;ck now, 
there being nothing before me save one thing,«awful 
and horrible, the jydgmcnt to come—on looking 
back, I say, I am bound to confess that the blessings 
of a single day of life on earth are innumerable as 
the stars. How rich is life ! There may be misery 
and trouble on earth—and- I believed I had my full 
share of both—but it has all dwindled to nothing 
since I have come to know the wretchedness of hell. 
Let me assure you out of my own dire experience 
that the most suffering creature on earth has much 
to be thankful for. Man’s life, whatever it be, 
should bring him to his knees daily. And if you 
have nothing left of earth’s blessings but air and 
light, and a piece of bread to satisfy your hunger, 
you have need to give thanks. I see it now, but 
me it is too late. In hell there is nothing— 
absolutely nothing to be thankful for; you, howeypr, 
whose sun r has not yet set, may stdl learn to yield 
your hearts in gratitude. Ah, hear me, I beseech 
you ; there is no help for me, but help may come 
to you ! 

„ I have told you, my friend, how continuously I 
am the prey of memorie~, but how much so—to what 
extent I mean—you fettle guess. That deeds of 
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iniquity and particular sins should assail me, tor- 
nfenting the sou^ as with fire|js natural. But this is 
i*>t s(H. There ate other things, counted for little in 
th\ world, which cling to conscience with a terrible 
vividness. Ever^ little falsehood atid unjust*dealing, 
every ,word of deceit and breach of fealty, ewery evil 
example and want of kindness,—they are all, all 
present now, piercing the jieart as with daggers of 
regret. € thought so little of these things in life, 
that <4 scarcely stopped to consider them ; tljey 
seemed buried on the spot, every year adding its 
own share to.the mouldering heap. They have risen 
now and stand about me, I see them and I tremble. 

I was just thinking of an example, out of 
hundleds which press rbund me. I take one at 
random. I have felt haunted* lately by the sorrow¬ 
ful eyes of a poor little street boy. Wherever I 
turn I see him, Pr rather not so much him as his 
tcarftj troubled gaze, rising in judgment against me. 
It has all come back to my mint^hfjw one evening 
I sauntered about in the park, a poor little beggar 
running alongside, pressing me to buy y halfpenny 
worth of matches. I did not want them, apd told 
him so, but he persisted in crying, ‘ Only a ha’penny, 
sir—only a ha’penny.’ lie annoyed me, and, takiag 
hi«n by the arnr, I rudely pushed him away. I did 
not mean to hyrt*him, although, to teU the truth, 
there was not a particle of kindness in me at the 
time. Nor la^ the wrong in not buying his matches ; 
I was quite at liberty to refuse, had I denied fyim 
kindly. But I\p annoyed me and I was angry> 
The child, flung aside rou^lhly, fell in the road ; I 
heard # a cry; perhaps he hadjhurt nin^self—perhaps it 
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was only grief for his matches lying about in the 
mud. I turned 'and ( j^et a look fpm his eyes, fall 
of trouble and silent accusation, ft would have? be^n 
so easy for me to maVe good my thoughtlessness, 
so little* would ha^e comforted the child, but I walked 
away heedless of his grief. ( 

Now few people would call that downright wicked¬ 
ness—few people in th$ world I mean ; but here, 
unfortunately, we, are forced to judge differently. 
Y^ars and years have passed since, for I was a young 
man at" the time, but the memory of that child has 
returned upon me, his look of sorrowful reproof 
adding to the pangs of hell. It is but an example, 
as I said, and there arc many—many ! 

But not mere deeds—‘every word of evil“ care¬ 
lessly spoken in the rfays of earthly life comes back 
to me with similar force. As poisoned arrows such 
words once quitted my lips : as poisoned arrows they 
come back to me, piercing the heart. Oh consider 
it while living.vojee is yours, and speak not lightly! 
There is no saying what harvest of sin may spring 
from a single word. And if pity for others will not 
restraip you, be advised by pity for your own selves, 
since requital will come to yourselves only, in the end. 

,, And not merely deeds and words, but every 
harmful thought recurs to me, to gnaw away at my 
heart. There is a saying with certain philosophers 
in the world that nothing ever is lost If this be 
true in the material world, how much 1 more so is it 
in spiritual things—ah, terrible truth ! 

» And further, apart from the ev.il done, it is the 
good left undone, the bpportunities wasted, which 
stand around pte^ with/ pitiless scourge, and their 





name is legion 1 Thus everything, ydu see, both 
yhat I have done and lef<| undone, comes to life 
hero 'in this plfe^e of woe,—takes shape, I ought to 
Hy— rising in accusation against me. I try to escape, 
but they are about me -everywhve, those ehapes of 
terror, enough to people a world with despair ; they 
persecute me, they torture me, and I am their 
helpless prey. Memories the good left undone— 
alas, thfy are far more hitter than those of the evil 
donj! For temptation to do wrong often was great, 
and in my own strength I failed to conquet; but to 
do good for the most part would have cost little, if 
any, effort. I see it now with the new insight into 
life which hell gives. The man lives not who is ex¬ 
cused from leaving good undone ; however poor and 
humbly situated he may be, opportunity is ever at his 
door. It is for him only to open his heart and take 
in the opportunity ; for his own heart is a well of 
power and of blessing to boot. He who is the 
fountain of love and purity, from whom every good 
and perfect gift comcth, has womlrously arranged it, 
that in this respect there is but little difference 
between the rich and the poor, the gentle and the 
simple. f> Let me conjure you then, brothers and 
sisters, listen to the. voice of your heart while yet it 
day! Listen, I say, and obey, lest the bitterness 
of repentance bvqrtake you with the night, when no 
man can work! Ah, let no opportunity for the 
doing of gocM escape you, fo*r it will rise against you 
when nothing is left but to wail in anguish. 

I do not address these words to those wholiave 
grown pitiless *as flint—npne but God could touch 
them ; but there are welj-disp^sed hearts, which a 
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ray of light’may help to expand. I was not hard¬ 
hearted while I lined in|the world ; on the contrary 
I could for the most p&rt easily be jrtoved to charity^ 
if some one took the ttouble to remind me. WI/l: 
ruined me was th^t boundless love o£ self which pre¬ 
vented my'seeing the wants of others ; or if I did 
see them, I did not stop to consider them. I receive 
now the reward of my deeds. Would that this fear-' 
ful experience of mine could work a changc f in you ; 
that might somewhat assuage my deepest suffer¬ 
ing* 1 But even in that much of mercy I cannot 
believe ; the soul in torment can doubt only—doubt 
eternally. 

I cannot but give you another example. I 
remember a poor family lining in a miserable cot¬ 
tage not far from the lordly dwelling I inhabited. 
As often as I passed that way I looked through the 
lowly window, for a bald head moving to and fro in 
measured intervals attracted my notice. It was long, 
however, before I saw the face. The father of a 
numerous family wSuld sit there in ill-health, gaining 
a humble livelihood. It appeared to be not necessity 
alone, but dtlight in his work also, which kept him 
up. He*was a wood-carver of no mean capacity, and 
worked for a wholesale house of.children’s playthings 
in *ftie city. Strange to say, he was particularly 
clever in producing all sorts of ravenous beasts—he, 
who looked a personification of meekest mildness. 
Lions, wolves, and tigers graced his wi.idow-sill, he 
bearing trouble as a patient lamb. I said he was 
sickly, and the family was large. The wife took in 
washing ; and they helped one another, each trying 
to ease the other’s le ad. 


I 
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But misfortune overtook them,; the* wholesale 
business failed ; the poor m :fn lost his livelihood. 
TJje bid hea/i n&Jonger appea'red by the window- 
Tft$ cottage lopked a grave. * What had becoipc of 
him ? I once aslfed myself the question and Stopped 
there, for you know self scarcely left mfe ,time to 
trouble mnyself with other people’s affairs. , 

Still, opportunity thrust itself in my way. I saw 
him again—not merely his *bald head, but himself. 
The poor man, bowed down with ill-health, and 
unused to hard labour, stood wqrking in a brickfield 
with trembling knees. 

I could not but pity him. I knew he was work¬ 
ing himself to death, trying to gain food for his little 
ones. • Indeed, he was in es imminent danger of life 
as if all the lions, \Volves, and, tigers whose images 
he had carved had gathered round to destroy him. 
I witnessed a touching scene one day. Passing 
about ^noon I saw the wife there, who had come with 
her husband’s dinner—a dinner I would not have 
looked at. I saw how tenderly she wiped the weary 
forehead, how the children—for they all had come— 
clung to the father, the youngest climbing his knees, 
and how grateful he was for their affection, which 
roused him to new endeavours to gain a misera^e 
pittance. 

The sight really .moved me ; and I walked away, 
thinking I ought’to do something for the struggling 
family. It was easy for me to find some post for 
the man whicH, while requiring no hard work at his 
hands, would keep them all in comfort I certainly, 
would see it, but was called away on business ; 
other, things occupied my yiind,| and I forgot all 
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about it * I did, remember it again after a while, but 
then it was too fete. ^The man had succumbed—4he 
family was ruined. 

^ut there are wors4 furies than tlje.se persecuting 
souls in torment I cannot telHwhether it is by 
imagination only, assisting what, for want of a better 
word, I jnust call the jugglery of hell, or whether this 
place of damnation has .its own actual second sight, but 
it is a fact that sometirrfes I can see the entire growth 
of evil, spreading over years perhaps, and involving 
s6ul after soul, originating in some careless word of 
mine which proved to be the seed. I turn away; but 
I am driven to look again and again at the terrible 
consequences, and words cannot express what I feel. 

It is appalling to thinloof the endless chaimof sin 
and misery to whiclj a single act, ay, a word even, 
may give rise. A chain, I say, for it is a frightful 
truth that the evil effect does not always spring from 
the seed as a single stupendous birth, to live and die 
for itself; but there is a demon power inherent in it 
of begetting ami conceiving, wrong bringing forth 
wrong in endless succession. It is by its conse¬ 
quences, ift capability of engulfing others, that the 
worst potency of sin becomes apparent. ■ 

It is of direct evil example, too, I would speak ; 
how fearful is its power—how far-reaching its influ¬ 
ence ! Whatever wickedness a mah may commit in 
the world, what is it as compared with the wrong he 
may be guilty of by his example ? Yhen sin is as 
a mountain torrent, bursting-its banks and carrying 
the unwary headlong to destruction. You may be 
dead yourself, yet your sin may live, yielding a ter¬ 
rible harvest 
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It was in this respect that the demon* ruling my 
life did its worst; I went my sinfal course, flinging 
aril OTd about mfe, and stopped not to consider how 
mJkiy I might«bring to ruin. * 

Do you understand ? perhaps rlbt fully. 'Let me 
return, to memories. 

I happened once to spend an evening vyth some 
dozen youths gathered for^acial intercourse. I was 
much olicr, and it was quite by accident that I 
fount* myself among them ; but, enjoying the reputa¬ 
tion of a boon companion, they entreated me to re¬ 
main. It flattered me and I stayed. They evidently 
looked to me for information, which made me all the 
more willing to show off my superior experience. 
Bcin& a witty talker, I'added not a little to the 
evening’s enjoytpen’t. We made little speeches, sang, 
and drank to each other. Now I knew that these 
young people would take as gospel truth almost 
anything I might tell them, believing any worldly 
wisdom I might point to as the rpad to success. 
The concluding word was given to me. I rose, 
ready to give them the benefit of my knowledge. 
‘Dare to be happy!’ was the motto *1 chose. I 
reminded* them of the position I enjoyed in the 
world, averring that my life was brimful of satis¬ 
faction ; that I ( had always had whatever man could 
wish for, and tfyit *1 had had it bccause.1 had dared. 
It was true iji all things that faint heart never won 
fair lady ; there was a treasure of wisdom in these 
words beyonft the treasures of Solomon. They were 
just entering ugon life. I could give them no better 
advice to go by—no bette# aim to follow—than was 
expressed by these words: \Darc| it—dare be happy I’ 
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They thanked me* with cheers of enthusiasm. 
They were flushed with wine, but another spirit thJn 
that of wine lay hid^n in my M>rds; its *6ubt^e 
influence was even then upon thpra, intoxicating 
their sofils. Witlf some of them its Tumes, no doubt, 
passed aavciy with the fumes of the liquor ; but with 

others—three or four of them—the false maxim had 

# 

caught; they went out ‘into opening life armed with 
a rule which consisted of falsehood mostl^, and a 
particle of truth. It took them to the broach way, 
and not* only them, but others through them. That 
lying principle, which sounded so grand and true, 
spread in widening circles, ruining soul after soul; 
it is still spreading, alas ! and I see no end to the 
pernicious influence. r 

There is another recollection burning as molten 
lead upon my soul. I had been visiting friends in 
the country, and was on the point of'leaving to return 
to town. The carriage was at the door, and I down¬ 
stairs already, when I remembered having forgotten 
something in my room. I bounced up the stairs 
and came upon a little housemaid tidying the apart¬ 
ment . She was young and beautiful as Hebe ; 
barely eighteen she looked. What shall I say ? 
Temptation was strong; I took her into my arms 
and kissed her. She tore herself away, the flushes 
of shame iv. her face, crying: ‘ I am a poor girl, 
sir, but I am honest T ‘Poor, my child?’ I said. 
‘With a face and figure like yours one is never poor; 
you might buy the heart of a” millionaire ! Beauty 
is a wealth of capital if well laid out^’ 

They were the worcte of the moment—one of 
those silly speeche^ whiqji fast men abound in. 



LETTERS f'R’OM HELL. 109 

'-.»- - ---- 

The girl was silent, blushing still ^ but “continued: 

, ‘ And now, my fair one, yojl shall S‘ ve me another 
kiss, jdf your free will, to reward me for the 
useful lesson I have taught ycAi. I dare say we shall 
never meet agaiil.’ 

She still resisted. But I was young ar^d hand¬ 
some, and thoroughly versed in the arts of persuasion. 
I presently held her in my yms again, and she did 
kiss me. | The girl was quite in my power. I knew 
it, bu^ opportunity was not mine ; 1 heard the horses 
pawing, and there was the train to be caught St3 I 
loosened my hold, and as though beauty were indeed 
the capital I’had spoken of, bringing riches to the 
owner, I put a sovereign into her hand. 

I .saw no particular l>arm in what I had done 
Thousands in my place, no doubt, would have said 
and done as I di*d. But in truth 1 was guilty of an 
awful thing! I ,had poisoned the very life-blood of 
the girl. Iler innocence was gone; corruption had 
taken* root in her soul. My spirit somehow has a 
knowledge of her future career.* She had been 
engaged to an honest working man ; but her 
beauty, if she married him, would nett bear the 
interest sjie now coveted, io she broke wifh him. 
He had loved her, and hardly, if ever, got over the 
blow. She went her way [rutting out her capital, 
laying traps to the jight and to the left ;^but cleverly 
as she laid them, £hc after all was caught herself, falling 
a victim whei'e she had hopcM to conquer, and was 
flung aside a^in. She was ruined, but the horrible 
lesson I h^d left with her was nowise rendered hahn- 
less ; on the contrary, she improved it all the more 
As courtesan she continued hef career, and soon 
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there was rtone more knowing, none more dangerous, 
than she. One fool a T ter another went the way to 
her house to his soul’s* ruin, and h<}i“ capital la0d oyt 
bore interest vastly, icing the fruit of that 
sovereign I had given her! But rich she grew 
not; thq money went as it came, squandered reck¬ 
lessly. And before she dreamt of it, the .capital 
itself was gone ; she struggled awhile, sinking deepef 
and deeper, and died In utter misery. Vut even 
that is not all. The lesson I had taught her proved 
not only a poison to herself, but with it she poisoned 
others, teaching scores of girls the pernicious lie : 
Beauty is a capital; lay it out 1 lay it out! 

Thus it went with her with whom in life I had 
but a moment's intercourse, whose name even I 
never knew! What shall I say then of many 
others ; what of Annie, against whom I sinned far 
more grievously? Strange that the spirit knowledge, 
which tells me so much, is entirely at fault whenever 
I think of her. But it is a blessing 1 What if she 
too were to rise before me crying: Thou didst it! 
thou didst it 1 

The force of example—I repeat it—is terrible, 
terrible I and the respdnsibility of all, therefore, is 
great with whom influence rests in a special way, as 
it does with those, for instance, to whom the young 
are taught to look. That is why there are so 
many here who had charge of children — parents, 
guardians, teachers, nurses innumerable. They go 
to hell first, of course they do ; but they are followed 
by many of those whom they should have taught 
the way of life. And not only are friey followed by 
them, but by their children after them,' generation 
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rising against generation in «awful, accusation. I 
anyone of the worst of those vho-dare not lift their 
hegd, I may Well speak iA warning! I know 
whs* awaits mg. i I am thinking of Martin. J’oor 
boy, it was 1 who f brought him up, feeding hirti upon 
evil example. I have made him what he' is. But 
what has become of him, and what will besome of 
hfk children ? I had no fatpily.in life—alas, I may 
have one ♦in hell, larger than I care to sec—the 
children of my iniquity 1 But there is hope for 
Martin ; he is yet in life. May tiie Lord have’ mercy 
on him—on h^m and his I 

How I loved him in spite of his waywardness! 
Perhaps it was self-love after all; perhaps I loved 
him ohly inasmuch as he‘seemed to reflect myself. 
Yet there was poyer' in that lcye, in spite of super¬ 
vening jealousy, lie grew more handsome, more 
taking than even I had been, ousting me by degrees 
out of yiy every pride; but jealous though I felt, I yet 
loved him. And the time came whjn tyc was master. 

I remember well how one day I was humbled by 
the sudden consciousness of it. I had been specially 
careful of his bodily development, seeing to it iqyself; 
his mental*.training I left to others. I taught him 
gymnastics and all sorts of manly exercises, in whigh 
I excelled—fencing, wrestling, and the like. He 
was tall and powerfwl, and exquisitely pv>portioned. 
Barely twenty^ he resembled some athlete of anti¬ 
quity. We practised daily, and I found that he 
gained as steatfily as I lost; there was a time at 
last when *with ^difficulty I could hold my own.. 
And then ^ came—I codld never speak of it 
calmly—that he floored mo^ standing over me, a 
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very Hercules o/ strength. From that day I knew 
that he had the ascencfcncy over me. It was natural, 
for I had passed the fcenith—he wts approaching *t; 
but jt was mortifying and I could^ not forgivj^it. 
And y£t, with stfange inconsistency, I was proud of 
him, losing him all the more fondly. 

My grudge against him, however, took «a more 
real turn when I fo.und that he outdid me in tlfe 
favour of woman .as wet!. That was more ‘lhan even 
my fondest love could stand. 

Will he join me' jiere? The beating of my heart 
seems to say yes ; for he belongs to me, and I am 
here. Then I shall find an answer to that burning 
question which filled my soul as I quitted life, and 
which burns with a fire of its own here amid‘many 
fires. But ought I t,o wish for bn answer ? I have 
a frightful foreboding at times that the answer my 
soul is craving will overwhelm me with horror. But, 
nevertheless, and though it should be all horrors 
combined in one, I am hungering and thirsting for 
it, nor can I rest till I find it What is it he had to 
tell me f 
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How frightful is the deep stillness reigning in hell 
among these'myriads of souls! I thought at first 1 
should get used to it; but there is no getting used 
to it* It is stifling and oppressive. What a contrast 
with the multifarious hubbub of earth! Life may 
be ever so excited here, ever so restless, it is dead to 
the ear. I do pot mean to say that words passing 
to and fro are devoid of sound, but it is unearthly, 
uncldlhed of its body, falling dead on the spot; I 
suspect that, like most things hctc, ft is imaginary, 
unreal. Probably the meaning of anything that is 
said passes to the hearer without the'medium of 
sound ; he seems to hear with outward cars, But that 
is illusion. 

Hell is filled with unruly souls. It is the hufly- 
btirly of existente they need, but with all their effort 
they can never fcreate sound. If never before they 
longed for a'dull repose they do so now,* yet are 
keenly alive # to its yttcr hopelessness. They will 
hunt for Uimult to all eternity, never hearing 'the 
sound they^cravt: they alsq have their reward. 

As light increases, so does the uneasy expectation 
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of my heart I tremble for the hour when the glory 
from the other sjde whl flash across the gulf aryl 
strike my blinded eyes. I shall e have to aep it! 
And Paradise, as seen* from hell, must be a siejit 
most ' dread—mcjst terrible—pieriing the heart 
Yet I long for it—I groan for it—though the 
glimpse of bliss be fraught with exquisite to^faent ; 
I hunger for it—‘ Let me have it,’ I cry, ‘though ik 
should kill my soul.’ 

Was not there* something in the vanished time 
that wa$ called the Lord’s Prayer, beginning, ‘ Our 
Father,’ a well of blessing to those who opened their 
hearts to it ? Surely I seem to remember, but 
vainly I try to call back the words; they seem 
hovering about me as though I need but say, iOur 
Father,’ and all the rest must follow I try and say 
so, but never get beyond ; I have sometimes repeated 
these two words ten, twenty times, but it is quite 
hopeless—they are empty and meaningless ; I have 
lost the prayer—it is all nothing to me. I just 
remember thatHhere is a Father ; but He is not my 
Father, and I am not His child. Yet I cannot 
refrain from racking my spirit for the once blessed 
words ; surely they are somewhere—somewhere 1 
My soul is thirsting, and there is not a drop of water 
to tool my tongue. 

I return to the horror of existence. It is a mercy 
that after alt one can choose one’s society here ; I 
should die if I were obliged to know all the vulgar 
rabble of common ruffians, thieves, murderers, card- 
shaipers, and the like. I have always been a gentle¬ 
man. Of course I am aware now that I am not one 
whit better than those that I call the rabble.—the only 
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difference consisting in a little outward *finish, what 
we used to call culture onfearth'j and to be sure 
how proud we were of it! (lur wickedness may be 
Is griat, if* non greater than theirs ; but it is not 
so* coarse, thSri is a certain refinement jibbut it, 
which flatters our notions of superiority. I consider 
myself a gentleman, therefore, as I always* did, and 
*un very careful with whom I associate. The rabble 
consists»of the vulgar crirrtirvri5 and their belongings ; 
but hell s upper ten thousand hav£ never soiled their 
hancft with low wickedness. We ruined girls, but 
kept it a secret; we grew rich upon the spoils of 
others, and tailed it business ; we were proud, hard¬ 
hearted, and spoke of the claims of rank ; we may 
hav^ been liars and cheats, but always wore kid- 
gloves and were careful as to our tailor—we were 
gentlefolk, you see. The proverb * birds of a feather ’ 
is written up everywhere in hell,—we follow it out 
naturally ; people here have an exquisitely developed 
instiftet that helps them to judge in a moment of 
those they meet, aided — I shauli> add — by the 
transparency of clothes. It is of course not quite 
easy here to carry out such principles,.still society 
manages very generally to keep itself to itself. We 
eschew vulgarity and tdrn our back upon anything 
likely to shock our notions of good-breeding. ** 

• I met a chtrming young woman the other day 
•who was received in the best circle? here. Her 
history was lenown, but it did not seem to .shut her 
out from us. She had forsaken her widowed mother, 
nearly blind though she was, eloping with a handsome 
actor. £^e diod suddenly^carried off in the heigllt 
of passion* and very naturally found herself in hell. 
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A prey to 'the cold which we all experience,’ she 
was afire with a ceaseless longing for her mother 05 
the one hand, whom slje never will f jpeet again, and 
for her lover on the other hand, whtj>m she awaitec? 
with atdqnt desire.,, She ought not tothave wished lor 
a reunion, syice that meant dragging him to hell ; but 
her love being what it was, she lived and breathed 
in that cruel hope. She selfishly longed for him, 
saying they had sworri fo live and die t igether. 
But he could not have been equally anxious ; at 
any. rate he kept her waiting years upon years. 
And during all this time her infatuated soul beheld 
him as she had known him last, handsome, in the 
prime of life, and the darling of the people. At 
length he arrives—a decrepit man on crutches, 
blear-eyed, and a face that told his life. What a 
meeting!—she starts oack as from an apparition. 
Can that be the lover of her youth, for whom she 
sinned, for whom she suffered ! She loathes him, 
but she is driven to pursue him. Society heie is 
well-bred, and shrinks from what ruffles its feelings. 
She was a charming creature, but we could no longer 
tolerate her. One after another we disowned her, 
and she disappeared with»her former lover. 

Let me add that one of fhe greatest evils in the 
world is a superabundance of love. Who would 
believe that love unrestrained sends’ more souls td 
hell than almbst anything I could name ? It is not' 
the love which is pure and health-giving^for it is not 
fed by the Love Divine and , Eternal, So much 
depends on what one loves and how one loves! 

' A woman arrived herq, some time , -ago, ,no longer 
young, but still beautiful, blue-eyed, fair-Kaired, and 
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we all thought her charmijg. She was amiability 
ttself; we could not think whit brought her to 
^iell ;« indeed tlldre was no f&ason for it, but her un- 
ckastened love for her husband. It was quit® touch¬ 
ing to hear how she had given up ifer life to him, loving 
hiin«a great deal more than he really de&tVed. She 
idolised him, forgetting everything for him, even her 
God. »That was Just it^ She had given to her hus¬ 
band tne heart’s adoration why»h belongs to God 
alorfe. How could she have bqcn happy in heaven ^ 
Hut her love, touching as a4 first sight* it would 
appear, was*after all nothing but a peculiar develop¬ 
ment of selfishness, and that is why it dragged her 
to hell. 

And in hell she continues sick of love for her 
husband ; it was the one longing of her life, so it 
needs must be the all-absorbing torment of hell. 
And she had 'her desire, she saw him again ; he 
arrived one day—with a heart full of another passion 
He had never been faithful to her. . Even hell pities 
the reward that is given her. 

You have long ceased to doubt, I hope, that hell 
offers anything but horror.^ But there are proinents, 
at rare Intervals only, when all the thousand horrors 
within us seem congealed into one frightful sensation 
pf stupor. Dq not imagine it is a painless moment ; 
feeling is swallowed up in indescribable anguish, a 
peculiar horror, not knowi\ at other times. And 
then— it is always sudden — hell stands aghast, 
trembling with drea*d. All pursuit ceases ; every. 
soul is lfcft to itself, shuddering. Something is uppn 
us—a spirit-deadening influence. It is not seen, 
bu^we are, each and all, aware of,it with indescrib- 
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able terror. We know ^vhat it is ; we stand tongue- 
tied and trembling. Satan has come to survey thl 
souls in hell. Final pqwer is not*het giventhim* 
for they are not yet judged. But h| has learned f co 
wait—satisfied, meanwhile, that they are added to 
daily. They are his, he knows, though the time of 
carrying them off is delayed. He knows the doom ; 
is coming when the wielded; for ever separated from 
the good, are assigned their place on the left of the 
t Soi\ of Man, and th$t they will be his then for' ever 
and for ever. 

How often in the young days of life I seemed 
full of promise to become good, but never reached 
the true aim of Christianity* The memories I have 
brought away of these half-strivings are fraught with 
bitterest regret, and yet they would move my tender- 
est tears,—if tears were left. It was' Lily especially 
who in those days was the instrument of grace divine. 
From the first it»waj? given her, that wondrous power 
over me. Ah ! say not it was all sinful that brought 
me to her feet! No; there was something higher, far 
higher, giving her an infliience over my soul—a holy 
influence. All children I believe have something of 
it; but Lily was filled with that heavenly grace. 

In winter-time, after dinner, we wquld rest awhil< 
in the dusk, the firelight casting slumbrous shadows, 
about the ( room. My mother would doze* away; Lily 
and I sat dreaming. But how different were the 
. spheres to which our thoughts would roam! I could 
h?ve spent hours watching Lily as I did ; she sitting 
on a low fender-stool, the light falling on h£r. I was 
in the dark, unnoticed by her, which added to , my 
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sense of enjoyment She wpuld fjld her hands on 
Her knees, as she loved to do in thoughtful moments. 
How ( beautiful jphe was, in that half-light especially 
—^a little p%le| but spiritualised. The red # glow 
was reflected in her wonderful tyes, whiSh shone 
marvellously. Her features seemed transfigured ; 
she would sigh at times or heave a deep breath ; I 
*knew then that she was* occupied in her mind. I 
watcheu her, greedily delighting in,her perfect beauty. 
If thfre is truth in what people say of magnetism 
and sympathetic attraction, slje must have felt *my* 
gaze. Who,can tell ? She sometimes really appeared 
uneasy ; I saw from my corner how she would try 
to shake off some unconscious influence. I could 
scarcely refrain then front snatching her up and press¬ 
ing her to my hcarf. But I conquered the desire—it 
would have broken the charm. 

But sometimes Lily would sit down by me, and 
ther^ we passed the twilight in pleasant talk ; she 
never denied me her confidence. One evening I 
asked her what she was thinkin*g of in those quiet 
moments on the fender-stool. 

‘What I am thinking of?’ she repeated, with her 
gentle voice. ‘ Ah, Philip, thoughts will come to me 
full of longing, sometimes happy, sometimes sad. I 
Jancy myself carried away at times right over the 
# scas to another .land ; even to othfr worlds my 
thoughts wiy rise—up, up—beyond the stars. I seem 
carried away to Louisiana,’ that beautiful country, 
where everything is* so different from here—richer, 
grander »by far^ and where winter is not known.* By 
the gread river I see a hcAise with a shady veranda 
and a pilfered hall; trees of the south grow about it 
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luxuriantly.' Here I was bom ; my earliest recollec¬ 
tions twine around it/ Memory carries me nc* 
through the lofty rooms. I flit f«rn one chpmbv 
to another ; my poor parents are nc where. L ro^m 
through the garden, so rich in delfght, through the 
cool groves,, by the river ; but I am a stranger every¬ 
where,—po one remembers the little girL I seo black 
men and stop to speak to them, but they only shake 1 
their head mournfully. 

‘ Sadly I quit * my beautiful home—horry: no 
"■’longer tq me, and th'e spirit carries me back over the 
lonely sea. Restless I seem to wander, passing 
many lands, seeing many things, meeting with kind 
people everywhere—but one thing I find not. And 
then I rise, beyond the clouds, beyond moon and 
stars. I seem to lose myself—thoughts vanish. I 
am at rest in a beautiful garden. 

‘ I had believed nothing could be- more beautiful 
than Louisiana, my own lovely home, but that garden 
is better still; for it is the garden of God—it is 
Paradise. And here I find them at last—my own 
dear parents; I knew I should find them again. 
And here there is rest for my soul—nothing left to 
long for! I have my father again, my mother again; 
they tell me how happy they are, and how they 
love’me.’ 

Lily’s eyes were shining as with the light of the 
Paradise she was speaking of; she sighpd, and then 
continued slowly: 

‘ I am happy, too, for a moment; but then the 
servant comes in with the lamp, and with r. sudden 
piin at the heart, I seen, to be thrust down from 
heaven. I look about me bewildered, scarcely know- 
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ing where I am—I feel lonely and* sad. Can you 
urftierstand it, Philip?’ 

# Of course* I Iftderstood hdr; they were foolish 
dre^in^ and \mo |ld make her ill. These twilight 
roamings ought not to bd indulged in. But I did 
not say so. 

One* evening she asked me suddenly : •* Philip, 
w*liat makes people happy ? ’ 

Her question startled me, "but I,nvas not at a loss 
for an answer. 

‘I suppose their own heart,’ I»said ; ‘ good'health, 
too, and a pleasant home, where nothing is wanting 
to make one comfortable ; a few kind people also to 
love one, I should say.’ . 

‘ Well, I think I have ifll that. Am I happy ?' 

‘Are you not,.sweetest Lily.?’ I returned. 

‘ I don’t know,’ she said slowly. ‘ Something 
seems wanting. 1 cannot quite express it. . . .* No 
one sterns to need me in the world to make them 
happy—I am of no use to any one;’ . 

‘You should not talk so, Lily! Arc you not 
mother’s delight, and my own ? 1 am sure we need 

you. And you are of great usf too ! But why > > hould 
a little girl, like you be grieving about not being 
useful ? You have nothing to do as yet but *»c 
happy yourself, .learn your lessons like a good 
cl^Id, and grow pp'as fast as you can»into a nice 
little woman tijiat will be a blessing to thoje who 
love. her. But surely, Lily, you do not doubt 
that even not/ you m&ke mother happy, and rpe 
too?’ 

‘But you'could do without me. And there are 
so many wh£-’ 



123 


LETTERS FROM HEEL. 


• 1 

‘No, Lily; I do ifot think we should like to do 
without you. One is always glad of having softie 
one to love.’ *, 

Lily shook her head. 

‘I am nothing to you and her, Philip. She is ' 
your o\tm' mother, and you are her son. But what 
am I ? ' I do not even belong to you. You found 
me and were kind to .tbe,’ 

‘What you c^e, Lify? Why, if you are nothing 
($sc, you are my cjear little friend, whom I would not 
lose for all the world.’ 

‘A friend? Is that something?’ she said 
dreamily. 

‘Yes, a great deal,’said. ‘A friend like you 
is a loving little girl whd is ready to give not only 
her whole heart, but.just her own, self to him who 
loves her; she will smooth away his grief if he has 
any,* and return his smiles. The little friend I want 
you to be is the greatest treasure to be fqund in 
life.’ 

She looked at me wonderingly. ‘ 1 do not under¬ 
stand you,’ she said. 

‘Well, you need nqt understand now. The time 
will come when it will be all plain to yod. But you 
might promise me one thing, even now—will you be 
my little friend ?’ 

She hesitated a moment; theij, lifting her won¬ 
drous ,eyes straight t<j> mine, she said ^candidly : 

‘ Yes, dear, I will. It is nice to be something!' 

' You are my all, Lily, if “Only yoif knew.’ 

But from that moment a pleasant consciousness 
hovered between us. Often when I met her, or took 
leave to go ta town, I whispered : ‘ Sw^et little Lily- 
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friend.’ And she smiled her ou*n angel smile, saying: 
‘ Yts, dear, it is nice to be somebodjfs friend.’ 

•Ah, d lovt? th4*memory of'those twilight hours 
( whc» sne sat By’me, and I could stroke hej silky- 
hair, or hold her soft little hand in mine I But even 
close to me she would sink away into her firdams of 
home ai/d Paradise, and I felt something like jealousy 
at*having^no part in these tlrefims. 

One evening—how strange iy the power of 
memory! I remember every wor(l, every look cveq 
—we had been talking awhile, »and I asked her: 

‘ But tell me, do you care for me, really?’ 

‘How should I not, Philip? I have neither 
father nor mother ; no one^ cares for me but aunt 
and yourself. Of course I*must love you for it’ 

‘ I know, Lily., But I meant could you love me 
even more ?’ 

‘ I think so,’ she said meditatively. 

She, was then about twelve. At that age words 
fall from the lips easily. And Lily h»d a childlike 
and wonderfully spontaneous manner of uttering her 
thoughts ; yet in conversation with her elders there 
was a marked difference between her and pther 
children. ’Her words showed that she thought 
deeply, and the confidence with which she spok* 
coidd not but impress one’s heart. 
j I think so,’ s bfi repeated, and sat thoughtful 

‘What couVl I do to make you love me even 
more ?’ 

‘ There is orte thing you could do, Philip. I agi 
an orphan sdhild, # having neither father nor mother. 
But I have learned from the*Word of God that of 
brothers and"* sisters I have many—myny. I know 
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it, but I do not’know^them ; I cannot go in search of 
them. I am ohly a little girl who is a strangef to 
the world, and it is'not much I‘can do. But £ou, 
Philip^ you are a man ; you are clever and i*ich| and # 
you go about among the people. Will you promise 
me on4 thing ? Whenever you meet any of my poor 
brothefs and sisters who are in want, will you be 
good to them, pitying them for God’s sa':c and for 
my sake ? Or if you will be really kind, will you 
try and find theqa out and take me with yt>u, that 
together we mayjcomfort them and help them? 
Will you promise me? Say yes, and you shall be 
the very dearest friend I have.’ 

I felt the tears rise to my eyes; I could not answer 
at once, but after awhile I said : 

‘ If I do as you wish me, Lily, will you be sure to 
love me always—always?’ 

r Oh yes, dear; 1 cannot tell you how much !’ 

* Well, then, I promise you faithfully that I will 
do it. But cheer up now, my good, kind-hearted 
little sister ; you must not be always thinking of 
things that make you sad. There, look at me, and 
let me sec how bright^ you can smile.’ 

And she did look at me, and smiled’as no doubt 
;-ngels smile whose measure of happiness runneth over. 

Do you not see that Lily had .power over ny:— 
that I was almost becoming good, guided by ,-^at 
little l)and of hers ? If it was but miserable selfish¬ 
ness at first which brought me under her spell, it 
could not lessen the fact that I felt aftd even yielded 
to the breath of the Spirit moving jn th^it holy child- 
soul. The influence for good that may proceed even 
froin a little child on earth is very marvellous,' 
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I did' begin to look abouj: for Lily’^ suffering 
brothers and sisters. It did not cost me any great 
effort to do deeds of charity, for I was disposed to 
be goodinatured ; Jand for Lily’s sake I took even a 
.pleasure? now in ‘doing kind .things. 

Again, meeting in the dusk of the evening, I 
would fbll her how I had succeeded here and there 
in making some poor creature happy. I described 
to*her th^ misery in which S*’found this or that 
family, the way in which I assisted them ; I told 
her of Their joy and gratitude. *And she listened 
with radiant face. Sometimes I* took her with me, 
and it was my* delight on such occasions to let her 
have all the planning and giving. It was strange how 
her syrppathy would always ^it upon the right thing! 

but—alas that I .must say it!—in reality I was 
far from being a new creature. * Lily had power to 
touch my heart ; but the flesh was strong, and .the 
world held me fast My goodness, at most, was a 
mere playing at being good. 

When we separated, I going to *8011111 America, 
I continued for her sake to help the poor and 
suffering I fell in with, but my deeds of charity 
were no mo.re than a kind of idol-worship or the 
memories 1 'loved, of the hopes I revelled in to 
possess. her more fully some day who was mind 
a!te;|dy. beside 5 , if I had not carried out her wishes, 
I *Ald not have written her the letters I knew she 
looked for ; knowing, moreover,- that she loved me 
afrcsH for every' deed of kindness I could tell her of. 
It was deceiving her,—deceiving myself, perhaps,—«- 
but there was>.no deceiving the»righteous Judge. 

I found Li|y in tears one day. She sat in silence 
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with folded hands, one big tear after another^tfickling 
down on a book before her. It was her Bible. 

‘What is it, my jhild?’ I cried. ‘Why are you 
troubled ?’ 

Sh* looked af. me with her dovdike eyes, fhetcars, 
tremblyigdn them. ‘ I am not troubled, dear,’ she said. 

‘ But you are crying.’ 

‘ For joy—yes, for joy. Look what I foknd !’ 

Her finger pointed,to her Bible, and beading over 
her, I read: 

‘ When my father and my mother forsake file, then 
the Lord will take Vne up.’ 

I did not know at once what to say. It touched 
me, but at the same time I rather grudged her 
needing her Bible for' comfort, and missipg her 
parents so much. She had mother and me, and I 
wanted her to be hhppy. But I'could not tell her, 
so I said after a while : 

‘Yes, that is beautiful, Lily,—just as though it 
were specially written for you. But brighten up 
now; I canfiot have you cry, not even for joy, as 
you say. I’ll be back in a quarter of an hour, and 
then we v-ill have a walk.’ 

When I returned 'an expression of quiet peace 
had settled on her face, not unusual with her; but 
from that day the words, ‘The Lord will take me 
up ’ seemed continuously present in her heart. 'She 
did not hide it. I could not shake off those wckds 
all at once, but did so after a while. • 


LETTER X. 


Amusement! That is one of the common needs 
nowadays; thfc world requires to be amused—rich 
and poor alike. I do not say that, in itself, this is 
altogether blameworthy; if would be foolish to let 
the river of delight*flow past, and never stoop to 
drink. But to rftakc amusement the one question 
paramount when life is so serious, when neighbours 
are in trouble and the poor in want—that surely is 
wrong.* And yet that seems just what the world 
has come to. ‘ How shall we alnusc ourselves V 
appears to be the great question nowadays, the 
solving of which, for thousands of men and women, 
seems to b$ the very object of living. They Jo not 
consider it necessary to be praying for daily bread, 
or return thanks when they have got it; but they 
neter forget to cty put for amusement % And even 
tire poor, witjj Morn daily bread is a question, 
whose young may be hungry, and their a£ed be 
buried by the parish, mpst needs be amused! 

It was pot so always. Fifty years ago the m&s 
of the peopli weri satisfied with doing their work and 
looking upon pleasure as a relaxation merely; but 
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now amusement with piany has come to be fhe thing 
to be worked an<} lived for. And acknowledging Jhis 
to be a fact, history holds up an appalling precedent. 
Wher^ancient Rome made pleasure ( the airn^of life, 
the naVion was Approaching its doom. How ^hall* 
it be v'itli the world ? I do not know when its 
end may be, but I know this—that those of her 
children who run recklessly after pleasure rre on tjie 
broad way that leads to hell ; and the excess which 
is their sin on calrth will be their punishment here. 
Ik the world rich in' places of amusement ?—be sure so 
is hell. We too have our gardens, our Tivoli—call 
it Vauxhall, or Crystal Palace, or Champs Elysdes, 
it matters not, the thing is here. And whatever 
is being invented on plearure-hunting earth, w^ have 
it to perfection. Does the world flock by thousands 
to its amusements?—hell does so by millions. All 
pleacures, all passions, run loose here in awful con¬ 
fusion, and helplessly you arc whirled along. Yet 
no matter what excess there be of wanton r gaiety, 
there broods over" all that deathlike stillness—hell's 
frightful atmosphere—which I have tried to describe 
before. Perhaps you remember the effect of sounds 
deadened by a muffling fog ; that may give you a 
faint idea of what I cannot otherwise bring home to 
you. If one succeeds at times in breaking away 
from this horrible pretence of pleasure, it leaves ^ne 
panting and spirit-broken, sick of existence and long* 
ing for* rest; but despite the loathing one is immedi¬ 
ately after it again, forcing the senses to what never 
yields them a shadow of delight Amusement here, 
let me tell you, is a very lash of correction, driving 
all thoughts of pleasure far, far away. Ah. how 
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they long for work, thosd J>oor souls, to whom 
labour on earth was so hateful, ot, at best, but a 
moans toward ervjfcymcnt. Hbw gladly they would 
ever % sl^ve on » galley here, deenyng the r^banest 
work a blessing. But the' night has come when no 
man can work*. 

Thcrejis a memory in this’roalm of death of how 
the Son of God once descended to ,+1011 to preach to 
the spirits in prison, filling the gpace between th£ 
great deep and Paradise with th® cry of His mfinite 
love, and proclaiming liberty to the captives. Then 
hell for a time was light as day ; but most of those 
present hardened their hearts, and fell back into 
darkness. * 

I felt a burning desire to meet some one who 
had heard the voice of the Son of God, but I own it 
was a foolish wish, since it could do me no good— 
all beiqg vanity now and nothingness ; still, in spite 
of that knowledge, here one is aUva>«; trying and 
longing for something. 

There are naturally many souls in hell who heard 
that wondrous preaching, but,they are all lostf and 
lost souls cAnnot help one to a ray of light. Had 
they but remembered a single word of the Saviourte 
—laid'it up in ^heir hearts, I mean—they would 
noij^ now be here. Some certainly prettnd to re¬ 
collect this or tfiat, but what they said in answer to 
my inquiry was cant and blasphemy in their mouths ; 
it gave me no*comfort,* and, despairingly, I turned 
from my desjre. 

I lately ventured upon an expedition through 
some outlying districts ; do not be surprised aj my 
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saying I ventured, for* I'assure you it needs courage 
here to get to know more than is absolutely thftist 
on your knowledge. 'Discovery iarfull of horrpr, even 
to hirt who has nothing to lose. 

Indeed, you must not'ask me to describe to you 
all I sa'w and heard ; it would take the too far, and 
it could not possibly interest you to hear alLI might 
say concerning hell’s r inliabitants ; those jtrowds *of 
thieves, murderers, deceivers, liars, misers, spend¬ 
thrifts, perjurers, forgers, hypocrites, seducers, and 
slanderers. But stop!—there are some I must tell 
you about Look at that tribe of strutting turkeys 
in human guise ! They are the self-conceited, a very 
refuse of hell ; they thought well of themselves nnce. 
but are a laughing-stock ‘how. 

And these miscrjble women flapping their arms 
wildly, and going about cluck-clucking like so many 
hcn£ distressed for their brood, spreading wings of 
pity, but vainly seeking for aught to be gathered in! 
—they are the .wicked mothers, groaning for the 
children they neglected in sloth or selfishness. 

And those queer creatures fawning about so 
meatfly, slobbering afl whom they meet with sym¬ 
pathy, offering assistance right and left 1 .—they are 
the merciless ones. Their hearts were too hard 
formerly: they are too soft now,and no one here 
requires their mercy. \ 

A few other figures I may single nut. 

I have told you of the great black river here 
which is not Lethe. I was "sitting one day near its 
, bank, thinking of the sad past and sadder future; 
the turbid waves rollecf heavily by. 

Groans broke upon the silence about me. I 
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arted Ind perceived a strange figure,* strangely 
copied. It was a man of corrynanding aspect, 
aydsome even, fjpt in most, painful plight He 
at by /he river hashing his hands, which dripped 
.■ith* blood. But for all. l|is washing the'dread 
rimson would not leave his fingers ; as spo* as he 
ifted them above the water, the red blood trickled 
Iqwn arr^sL It was a pitiful sight. 

He seemed to b; aware of my t presence, for he 
urned upon me suddenly, saying,' What is truth ?’ 
1 did not reply at once, feeling ^it to be a questioh 
:hat should not be answered lightly ; but, raising his 
roice, he repeated impatiently, ‘What is truth?’ 

‘Well,’ I said, ‘it is a truth, and a sad one. that 
it is t»o late now for us toAe seeking the truth.’ 

This answer did not appear to satisfy him. He 
shook his head, turning away. And again he set to 
washing his hand^ 

I endeavoured to draw him into conversation, i 
seemed suddenly to know that he was one of those 
doubly miserable souls who had *scen the Son of 
Man face to face and heard Him speak, and I was 
most anxious to hear what he might htfve to tell 
me ; but there was no turning him from his frightful 
occupation. 

I left him after a while. Who he was I knew 
wi^iout the testimony of his purple-bordered toga 
sfhd the ring op h*s finger—Pontius Pilate 1 

^le shuns the city of the Jews, and spends his 
time by the riyer washing his hands. But of every 
passer-by Jie asks the question, What is truth? 
Whatever answer* he receives'he shakes his head : it 
is not.general truths he wants to know^ about, but th* 



133 LETTER^ FROM Hl^L. 

Truth—truth absolute, and that is not kncjwn here. 
,And do you peipeive the cutting contrast ? Pirate 
inquiring about truth, yet washing his hands in Jhe 
river of falsehood ! 

I went my iray through desert places—unculti-’’ 
vated traces, that is, but nowise unpeopled; no,spot in 
hell is uninhabited, however dismal and wastp it may 
be. There are souls whom an inward necessity drives 
into the howling,wildevness ; those, for instance, who 
in life worked out dark plots ending in great crimes. 
These places are congenial to them. 

There is one terrible figure one meets at times in 
the dreariest wastes—a man tall and powerful, half- 
naked, the skin of some animal being all his clothing. 
The hair hangs wildly about his temples; there is a 
furtive look in his eye, and his brow is gloomy. 
There is a mark upon his forehead, and he carries 
a club ; not that he seems to require it, for he is 
a fugitive always, in constant fear of being slain. 
Every one who meets him trembles, but he is afraid 
of the weakest and most helpless of creatures, fleeing 
them each and all for fear of his wretched life. 
Always a;lone, he seems nowhere and everywhere. 
A cursed fugitive he was on earth—a cursed fugitive 
he is in hell, for the Lord has set His mark upon him, 
that every one should know Cain and not slay him. 

I hurriefi away, anxious to get rid of the terrible 
sight Here, then, I had found a sou^, that was mofe 
wretched than myself. But the thought was poor 
comfort; I could not shake off the impression of the 
lying flattery with which they buried ijne. But I 
forget—I have not t6ld you my first experience 
by that vile river. As I neared it I was met— ; would 
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you believe jt—by an account of my own obsequies. 

It %as sickening ! A miserable versifier, lately come 
hither \t seerfts, wis hawking hbout his latest pro- 
iuct^orf I do»not know that he really kn^A™ me, 
but he insisted on flourishir^; a paper in my face, 
and I eould n6t help reading with my own eyes the 
flaring ^itle, to this effect: 

•‘New land mournful dfttyf.in memory of Philip 
II., Esq., whose heirs could pay /or the grandest 
funeraUand the most flattering, parson to escort 
him to heaven, but could not k*ep him out of hell. 
Leading sentiment—his Reverence’s own—“We 
shall meet again !”’ 

A funeral ditty in honoijr of me . . . staring me 
n the*face by the river of*lies! ... I bit my lips, 
or I needs must read it. 

It began with a panegyric on my many virtues, 
very few of which* I really possessed ; it next broke 
out int*) a doleful lamentation about the loss society 
had sustained by my untimely death, arid ended with 
a description of the blessed life I had entered upon 
to receive the reward of my deeds, joy and glory 
unspeakable, which henceforth were my blessed in¬ 
heritance I • Terrible irony 1 

I felt as though a hundred daggers had enterod 
mv soul. Sick af heart I crumpled up the wretched 
QfAluction and fled* from the place. It was some 
time before I tould get over the deep bitterness of 
thisrexperience, and when in a measure I had con¬ 
quered it, that parson’s ' leading sentiment ’ remained 
as a drop of .ranking poison. ^ Thou fool!—or hypo¬ 
crite— which is it ? As though a man had but to die 
to go straightway to bliss l I will no» enlarge # upon 



1 34 


LETTERS FROM HEEL. 


7 --- 

the hopeful statement’—you little dreamt of its pos¬ 
sible meaning when you said, ‘ We shall meet agafn !' 

I 

R'was about £ this time that I firs,, came ajcrijss a 
king in this place. tdt'ful sight! It is scarcely 
possible t* conceive a greater contrast between the 
once and the now—kingship on earth and kingship 
in hell! n 

Of all the abjects one meets with here, I do 
Relieve emperors, kings, and princes of every descrip¬ 
tion are the poorest There arc no empires and 
kingdoms here, save indeed Satan’s, and nothing 
deserving the appellation of government. What 
rules us is a kind of social instinct and the habits of 
life we brought with us from the world. So, you see, 
kings and princes a.e nowise needed. Their rank 
of course entitles them to respect, and as on earth 
so here, one bows involuntarily to cheir exalted posi¬ 
tion ; but in truth they are too miserable to look for 
respect. It ic wifh them as with the image of some 
castaway saint, the gilding of which has worn off, 
and which ends its days in the lumber-room, ignomin- 
iously forgotten. Thci: former greatness was merely 
conventional ; it was gilding, in fact, and no real 
gold. It has worn off, and there is nothing left to 
bespeak their majesty. The poor kings have^no 
kingdom here to display their greatness, no arnk^f 
that will fight and die at their bidding, no millions 
to be squandered ; they have nothing left but the 
sad pretence of former grandeur. Their courtly state 
is represented by a fe,.v wretched sycophants who 
stick to them, not for love but for gain, illusive of 
course, and following former habit merely. 1 said 
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:hey ar^ miserable ,—weighed down would* be a more 
dt^criptive word, and literally true, for they nearly 
sijik beneath the Jaurden of tfyeir crowns. Do you 
wish tb know ^the possible weight of a crown ? I 
wil^ meet you with another^ question : can /oh tell 
me how gre^t a king’s responsibility may be on 
earth? They weigh tons these crowns, Relieve me. 
^he pier kings, propped up ps they are by ministers 
and satellites, can ‘scarcely raoie than crawl here, so 
heavy is their burden. 

Worse off than any are those potentates whose 
names on earth boasted of the addition ‘ the Great 
alas, those great ones are peculiarly small here, and 
those five letters add an enormous weight to their 
crowws ! 

Of truly great sovereigns, of course none arrive 
here, and those others whom the world called Great 
received that appellation merely because they, were 
either great destroyers of human life, slaughtering 
the people by thousands for their own miserable 
renown, or perhaps because thety ofltdid all other 
men and princes in that peculiar knavery which goes 
by the name of state-craft. Some few also may 
have come by their distinction quite by chandc ; per¬ 
haps they had clever ministers working for their 
glory. But these sometimes arc the most concerted 

all crown-bedrcr.s ; nothing is left for them but to 
’go to hell wjjen’they have done. 

What a gain it would have been for those poor 
potentates if, instead pf striving for the appellation 
'the Gre^t,’ they had beern content to be called* the 
Good ’ or * the ‘Beloved ’! ’ Charity then, with them 
also, might have covered a multitude of sins. Now 
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nothing is* left but the wailing and gna<fliihg of 
teeth. f 

You never hea'r them speak ; sighing and groap- 
ing seems to be their one means of intercourse? But 
no oflelpares to listen ;>indeed they are scaroelf fit 
for society. The knowledge of this makes them 
shy and retiring ; one hardly ever meets them ; and 
if they do venture abroad, they are at once "el upop 
as a hawk by innumerable sparrows—persecuted 
by all who suffered through them in life, as many as 
* half a nation sometimes. 

How enviable might have been their uays on 
earth 1 Blessed beyond their fellows, all was theirs 
to make themselves and others happy ; but ambition 
prevented them from seeing that their crown might— 
ay, should—be a well of blessing for the people. They 
were always speaking' of their right divine, calling 
themselves kings by the grace of God ; they forgot 
that it would have been far better to own themselves 
poor sinners through the grace of God than kiri^s by 
right divine, and by that right be cast into hell. 

I spoke of destroyers of human life, but one need 
not be a king or emperor for that; some of the 
most ruthless slaughterers of humanity the world 
has known were only generals, admirals, marshals, 
and the like. 

These also continue their career fn hell—in vain 
endeavour. There are plenty hefre . to flock t6'» 
their standards—all those, namely, who on earth 
were forgetful of the peace and goodwill* which the 
God- of love proclaimed to mankind. They meet 
here, hundreds of thousands of them, arid, like so 
many grinning skeletons, at once prepare for battle 
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Vainest Wow ! Their artillery produces mere smoke. 
The spectre phalanx charges: one expects a great on¬ 
slaught, but it is nothing; they merely change sides, 
as it were, and J>egin the battle afresh. They aje un- 
' abl£ tA shed blood now, but^hey sfte for ever spend¬ 
ing th£ir souk’s energy in miserable bloodthirstiness. 

1 thought of the warriors of Walhalla—foolish 
opmpan.'lDn ! for there is nothing in common between 
the heroes there aifd the would-be Jrerocs here. The 
warriojs of Walhalla are said to be resplendent with 
strength and glory, living not qply a real but a per¬ 
fect life ; whereas their wretched semblances here 
are only fit to move laughter and pity. 

\\)u know that we arc 4 lways suffering thirst—an 
agonising, burning thirst—ever longing for a drop 
of water to cool the tongue. No one, one would 
imagine, would willingly come to try and slalie his 
thirst with the stagnant water of the horrible river; 
nevertheless there are some who do try it, quite 
secretly though, as if that could *be kept a secret! 
hor their whole body swells and is puffed out with 
the slimy falsehood, which , t breaking through their 
every port?, turns them into positive lepers of lying. 
Having drunk once they always drink again, but 
their thirst is never quenched. 

4 As I am thinking of ending this letter, the 
shadow of a -laying crosses my memory, that of good 
things there are always three. I forget which of 
earth’s tongues has moulded this into a proverb, 
but something more than \a proverb Qften troubles 
me now: I remember that I used to be taught* 
to believe in the Trinity in Unity, but I never get 
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beyond the* two now—I know something oT I father, 
and something ?f a Saviour; but was not thye 
a third to help one .to say ‘^Father’ and 1 vty 
Saviqur ’ ? Alas the idea is a blank ,now, lea’yin^ a 
shadowio haunt fne! 


Theta a^re other three I am vainly trying tq, recall 
to my heart—faith, hope, and charity. 1^ know 
nothing of faith now, a*.d nothing of hope, f if might 
have known charity, and I oneb believed I knew 
love: but now,. alas, I know only what it \ might, 
what it 6hould have jieen ? 

Oh that I could warn you who still walk in 
hope! Love is no light thing, but the deepest out¬ 
come of the soul. Had I known it truly, faith and 
hope now would stand by'my side. 

Be warned my brothers, my' sisters! My heart 
yearns for you ; it yearns for thee, my silent friend, 
who '.lever with a word even hast, answered any of 
these letters; for thee, mother, who never under- 
stoodst my deepest need ; for thee, Martin, who in 
just retribution art as the lash now adding torment 
to torment. I love thee still,—what is it thou 
wouldst h£vc told me ? ( My heart is yearning, my 
brothers, my sisters; but vain, vain, is tbi longing; 
it leaves me in hell 1 
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Would yoi; believe it—not only my sins, but even 
the ‘good deeds’ of my life come back to me in 
torment! I can but add, it is very natural! For 
even our best actions arc full of blemish. Every one 
of them leaves g sting behind, and if it did not prick 
conscience then, it has power to enter the soul now, 
wounding it deeply. 

Inhere was a clerk in our counting-house, a young 

man, in whom I was interested. I trusted him 

• • 

entirely; he filled a responsible position, acting as 
cashier. Various little things coming under my 
notice first caused me try doubt his *honpsty. 1 
watched him, and discovered that he had contracted 
a habit of gambling. Chance offered me an oppor- 
tunify of taking him in the act 
^ He frequentpd’a low gammg-houso; I had been 
directed to foe place. The adventure was not with¬ 
out risk to myself, but that was nothing to me. 
It was a wintry evening, dark and blustering, 
when, wr&pped ( in an ordinary overcoa^, I approached 
the apparently uninhabited house. In answer tQ a 
peculiar knock, however, the door yas opened, and 
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having passed a low dark passage, I enterecf a well- 
lit room. I found a company of gamblers assemble, 
as numerous as varied, evidently enjoying therfl- 
selves, plough the place reeked withr the fun^e^ of 
tobacco and gin. Several tables were going, one 
of them w^s kept by my young scapegrace® who 
apparently enjoyed his dignity of banker, feting 
on a sudden impulse,,'l faced him and leaked 3 
small sum. 


The sudden sigl)t of me had a terrible efl/rct on 
him. He grew ashy, and the cards fell from his 
hand. Having regained some self-command, he 
seemed about to rise, either to rush from the place 
or sink down at my feet. , But a look from me was 
sufficient to rivet him to^his seat One of those 


present, perceiving his confusion, handed him a glass 
of port; he seized it eagerly and drained it His 
pallor’ yielded to a flush ; he looked me in the face. 
But coldly I disowned him—standing before him as 
a stranger me{ely,,who desired the continuation of 
the game. So did the rest of the company. None 
of them suspected the peculiar relation between 
myself,and’the unfortunate croupier. I was deter¬ 
mined the rascal should suffer; I compelled him 
to ,play. With trembling hands, scarcely knowing 
what he did, he dealt the cards, gave and received 
cash. The game went on, and a? chance woutd 
have it, the youngster had all the luck. ' But I could 
abide a turn of the tide ; I knew it would come, and 
presently I began to force the game. I could afford 
to play higher than any ft them prqbably had ever 
done before. The excitement grew to intensity, 
with the croupier it appeared simply maddening; 
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iis e^ei started from his head. Anothe? stake, and 
I Jiad broken the bank! 

, With a yell oQ despair the .unhappy youth sprang 
to his feet, ayd crying, ‘All is lost!’ was# about 
to hi^h past me and breakJfrom *the place/ ‘Not 
all!’,I said,under my br&th, seizing hol6 of his 
arm ; ‘ more still might be lost. Stop a4ninute ; we 
j^ave tUs house together!’ , 

He was obliged to taka’fiis hat and coat and 
follow me. The company stared^of course, but all 
was 3one so quietly that nohe felt justified »in* 
demanding an explanation. 

I took him with me, walking by my side and 
trembling visibly. Not a word was spoken till we 
entered the library of Aiy house. There I con¬ 
fronted him, and did not spare him. He who had 
been trusted beyond his age—trusted entirely—a 
gambler and a thief 1 

He stood before me crushed and overwhelmed 
with*shame. He ceased praying for mercy for him¬ 
self, but entreated me to spare Ms wfdowed mother, 
whose only stay he was. 

I did not relent so easily, although,, considering 
that he hhd had a lesson,^ determined to'pardon 
him; but I was also determined that he should 
remember that night as long as he lived. 

In agony he lay at my feet when I promised 
r mercy at lajt, s’aying I would keep the matter to 
myself, and allow him the opportunity of nlaking up 
for his wrong ; he nyght do so, and thank me for 
not ruini$£ his prospects. \ 

He preparefl to take his leave, an<\ staggered tb 
the /Joor, scarcely able to stand on his feet It Had 
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been too mbch for him. I saw I could not (lei him 
go, or his miserable secret would at once become 
known to his mother I rang fpr mi' valet, aryd 
ordered him to give the young man a bed in my 
house! \ 

TheVollowing morning found him in delijium ; 
brain fever supervened. I thought of the poor widow, 
and how anxious he had been she should ndc o’know^ 

I resolved to keep his secret; the servant, I knew, 
could be trusted. So I wrote to his mother that I 
nad beep obliged to send him away on business 
suddenly ; it would ^se a several weeks’ absence— 
meanwhile she might be at rest about him. 

Thus his fate, next to God, was left with me 
entirely. lie was serious!./ ill; I had him nursed 
conscientiously, dividing nearly all my time between 
him and his mother. 1 really acted" as a brother by 
him, ^s a son by her. When recovery had set in 
and he knew me again, I surrounded him with kind¬ 
ness, doing my utmost to bring him back to health 
and self-respect 

Some six weeks elapsed before he could go back 
to his mother. She was told he had been ill on 
his joufney. On a journey indeed he had been, 
returning from the very gates of death. His mother 
ne\fcr learned the true cause of his absence. I placed 
him in another branch of the business ; he ro^J 
by degrees, and I ever found him a faithful 
servant. 1 

Now to the point You Jthink perhaps that I 
had ‘every reason for beinthoroughly satisfied with 
myself for on</e. / should have thohght so at the 
tirne! But here, where the scales fall from one’s 
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eyes, wrtefe everything appears in uncompromising 
n^edness, one learns to judge differently. 

• There was no*vrong in catching the bird by the 
wing as I did, find holding him tight till he dropped, 
thoPodghly frightened, t h^id sa$ed him worn his 
sin. tBut locking back now I see that pride and 
self-consciousness guided my hand. Vanity was 
fatten'd* by the moral ascendency I had' over the 
youth ; a look of ‘mine had *suffic^d to force him to 
continue awhile in his wicked course, and then I 
could have staked my soul th^J*he would not ag;fin 
touch a card t to his dying day. 1 knew it, I mean, 
even at the moment, and felt elated by the know¬ 
ledge. 

Kly subsequent kindn6ss to him, I fear, sprang 
from a feeling that 1 had been hard on him. I had 
taken a cruel delight in his utter humiliation. What 
was left then, I £sk, to make the deed a goock one ? 
Judge for yourself, my friend ! Humiliation is for 
me now—I feel it deeply whenever I think of his 
contrition and suffering. 

That night, in fact, left her tracts on his life. 
The brightness was wiped qut of it. H*e had been 
a light-hearted youth ; he was a sad-browed man. 
A shy, almost timorous look, witnessed to the 
merrfory of that occurrence, although it remainefi a 
secret between frim and me. 

You see, Ihen, that even our so-called good deeds 
may weigh on our souls : is it not terrible ? But 
how little d* they deserve to be called good, since 
few of t*iem, I fear VneXif thoroughly examined, 
will stand the "test! Not that I would deny therb 
being such things as good works; though, if viewed 
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aright, what are they but the mere doing’ of oui 
duty ? How indeed could they be more, if we have 
the means and power of doing them 1 

f* \ 

Wav. not therfe som :thing we used to ca)!l J the 
articles of belief? I have a faint recollection, i Did 
they not r^fer to the mystery of the Trinity, and 
were they not, like the Lord’s Prayer, a support t-j 
Christian souls ? 

I have tried tp remember them, driving the brain 
to* the verge of madness; but I have given it up 
now. What would be the use if I could remember, 
if I could repeat those articles, and the whole of the 
catechism besides ? It would be words—words only, 
as empty and hollow as everything about me. 1 ' It 
is faith only which could give thOm their true mean¬ 
ing. Faith ?—what is faith ? I know about it I 
knowithat its object is the Son of God. The very 
devils know as much as that. I know that He is the 
Saviour. But how He saves, and how a lost soul can 
come to have jWt in Him, woe is me, I cannot tell. 

I feel about faith as I do about repentance. I 
think if I could repent but for one short moment—• 
repent truly—salvation would be mine. But vain is 
the trying, I cannot—cannot repent. At times I feel 
as if I were very near that blessed experience,'as if 
my being would dissolve in tears,—ah vainest de¬ 
ception ! ‘Oh for a tear—a single teiir!’ I keep 
sighing, ‘‘ Father of mercy,’—but what boots the 
prayer of anguish if barren qf faith ?-v-‘ Father of 
mercy, oh grant me a tea/!’ • 

Time passes. Nay, this is nuuxusc, since mere 
is no time here. Something, however, appears to 
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pass ;'I|infer that from the increasing glimmer of 
lijjht. The blissful moment seems to be approaching 
wjien the glory of # Paradise wil| swallow up the night 
of hell. But J speak of what I have not seon. It 
may he an awful moment, suMime rfcther thanA>lessed, 
and it, may b^ in the distance of unmeasured ages. . . . 

Broad is the way which leads to destruction ; but 
fyow bsoVd is not known till you see it from hell. 

Men find it » pleasant /road ; they go along 
dancing and singing, as it were, enjoying the moment, 
and n^Ver asking whether they give it to Gpd or to 
the devil. They think of the future only as far as 
it may concern some pleasure they are anticipating, 
some ball or play perhaps, or even the new clothes 
they*are going to wear.* They call the hour of 
waiting an eternity,-and know not the awful import 
of the word. ‘ We love to live,’ they say ; but death 
holds them in his embrace. Holbein’s well-known 
1 Dance of Death ’ is more than a picture, I assure 
you. * They dance, they make love, they chatter, they 
eat and sleep through life. A suBderf wrench—and 
lo, they wake in hell. 

There are others who grovel along .that road. 
One would imagine them to find it irksome, but by 
no means. The mole in the ground is as satisfied 
in his way as the bird in the air. There are human 
nty>les. ‘ We lead steady lives,’ they say, and grovel 
•in the dust V We have eyes to see,’—of course they 
ha\e; it is but a myth which asserts that nloles are 
blind. Thej{ have ap eye, I assure you, for the 
smallest advantage they ca\ pick up in their earfhly 
course. Not tBat they look for theA small gains* 
merejy; it is the great ones they like, and burrow 

10 
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for them assiduously. That is what they ^se' their 
eyes for—to peer about in the dust; they never 
direct them heavenward. They do not seem awaje 
even af the r starry sky above the clods of earth. 
They sAend their fives ii. trying to break thos^ciods 
for something that may be within ; and, groy^Uing 
along, they'sooner or later come upon a hole in the 
ground. They did not look for it, and tiinjble in 
unawares. Death Has swallowed them up; and, 
recovering from tfte fall, they find themselves in hell. 

It is. truly to be marvelled at! All meif know 
that their portion is to die, but few of them ever 
think of death, and fewer still prepare themselves for 
dying. Death comes to most men as an unexpected 
visitor who will take no '^denial, though one never 
made ready for him. What is'there left for them 
but a terrible waking in hell! 

It, is so with most; and more marvellous still, as 
I have said already, one finds people here one would 
never have dared to look for. They had gained the 
veneration and lovfc of the world, even of good people 
in the world,; the tearful prayers of their friends 
went to heaven, mourning their death. But they had 
not gohe to heaven ; they are in hell ; for God judges 
not with the eyes of men. They may have been 
excellent people and possessed of many a virtue, but 
they lacked 911c thing;which alonp aVails in the en^i ; 
they had not the heart of faith whiclj yields itself- 
to God *entirely. They may have gained the whole 
world, but they lost their own # soul. 

‘And again, there aref others one mosj: certainly 
•expected hete who have never arrited. Their evil 
reputation, their works, went before them, annoppeing 
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them*, is* it were ; but they are looked for in vain 
lihere is only one way of accounting for this. Great 
sinners though th<jy were, iniquitous an<^ full of pollu¬ 
tion, they must yet have come to that godl/sorrow 
which worketh repentance salv*ation. lyHiaps at 
the *ery last the Saviour stood up between them 
and hell, where their place seemed prepared for a 
sertainty. 

You who hav 5 loved ydur dqad and grieve for 
them tenderly—with trembling hearts and tearful 
voice I hear you ask : ‘ May jvc not go on loving 
them, hclpiqg them perhaps with our true heart's 
prayers ?’ 

I know not. Yet pray—-pray with all your soul 
and'without ceasing. C/nc thing I am certain of, 
that the prayer. of love is nqver vain ; the tears of 
love can never be lost! For God is love, and His 
Son is the fulfilment of that love to all eternity. 

Looking backward and looking forward to ine is 
fraught with equal pain. I sec nothing before me 
but an endless existence which knows not of hope, 
while all behind me is wrapt in the wild regret of a 
life that is lost. 

Hell yields a terrible knowledge—how blessedly 
fruitful life might have been ! Happy ye arc wf\pse 
Ufe is still in yqur hands. While there is life there 
is* hope—never \vas there a truer word. Do not, I 
’ beseech you? yield to the pernicious delusion that 
you have lost your opportunity—that it is too late ! 
That lie ha* ruined »mo^e souls than all earth’s 
wickedness combined. * It'ljs not too fcite 1 And if 
death awaits you to-morrow, it is not too late! Your 

life, though even now it be running oyt its last grains 

■ 
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of sand, may yet bring forth fruit—the blA^d 4 fruit 
of peace, of joy unspeakable; the crown of life ma^ 
yet be yours. ( 

If $mu would but repent! Ah ! turn, turn from 
your wavj>, and seek for p{ ace where it is to be fouifd! 

Could I but let you see things as,I see them, 
you would nSt despair ! Wretched, undone, and lost 
though you feel yourselyes, you need not be nbpeless, 
Despair has no right on' earth—its true realm, alas, 
js here! And here only it is ever too late. Do 
you not know that ypur life on earth is but a part, 
an infinitesimally small part of the existence given 
to you, and that little is lost even if all earthly 
hopes have failed ? I need not have said all; for 
no man is left so entirely desolate. Waste ‘and 
ruined though life may, appear to you, there is many 
a spot left where the waters of content may spring— 
where' joy even for you may be found to be growing, 
if you could but trust! And the world is not all. 
Behold the stars, they are more than you could 
number. If the world indeed were lost and earthly 
life a failure,*what is it? There are other worlds 
awaitigg ydh, a better life is at hand. Look up, I say, 
and despair not! It is a lie if any one tells you it 
is foo late. It is not too late. You may yet be 
fully satisfied. This is a truth as unshakabie as 
the existenct of God Himself. r Repent thee, «£) 
man! O l woman! and turn from thy Ways; turn to' 
Him who can save thee, who will save thee! How¬ 
ever late it be, there is yet time for thee to begin a 
new life. Sit delay n^t—ah delay not to enter 
upon the happy road that may leacf thee from star 
to star, even info realms of joy eternal Delav-not 





^LET TERS Jr'^UM wlll. 

I sa^r % for if death surprise thee on * the road of 
tyespair with sins unforgiven, heaven and all its stars 
yill fade away ijji the night that 'evermore must en¬ 
wrap thy sou^ 

• Again I say, it is not» too tete. Wfyyever be 
lost.ione thing is yet to fte saved—thy hungering 
soul, her peace, and the life to come. 

Hast thou lost money and riches?—Thy soul is 
worth immeasurably more. 

Is thy past a failure, undoing^ even thy future ? 
—Be’hold eternity, and work fcfr that. 

VVast thou deceived in love ?—Love will save* 
thee at the last. 

Is thy life degraded ?—Look upon Life exalted 
on the Cross. 

Has the world not satisfied thee ?—There is 
heaven ; try it 1 

Have earth’s joys proved faithless ?—Theje is an 
heritage to come! 

flow little then is lost, even if it be thy all, and 
how much there remains to be ghined ? Take heart, 

I say, for verily it is not too late 1 Tjiere is yet time 
to begin a new, a holy, ha^py, and even joyful life! 

I have seen her! It was as though death again 
had* clutched me. Shaken to the depth of my sdul, I 
fell to the ground at the dread aspect, stricken with 
remorse, f saw her—her against whom 1 have 
sinned so terribly that my own heart and ^conscience 
ever stand pp to accpse ^ne. 

I haye never had* coo rage to mimtion it to you, 
my once tru&t friend; but I have\always had*a 
frightful foreboding that, sooner or later, I should 
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meet Annie’in hell, whose life and soul I mflrrfered 
She is here, and I have seen her 1 

I was strolling* about with an £>ld acquaintance 
Do you knotv Undine?’ he said suddenly. ‘No, 

I replfed. ‘ Then she i is* he continued, pointing 
towards a pond at some Kttlc distance. 

And I saw a youthful figure, dressed in the, airiest 
of garments, and with dishevelled hair. Hdrr light, 
robe seemed to cling to her figure and to be dripping 
with water. She v^as trying, now to wring her wet 
dfothes, now the heavy masses of her hair . 0 She 
•looked up. I stood trembling. It was Annie! 

Annie indeed 1 The same lovely leatures, the 
same enchanting figure, and yet how changed—how 
terribly changed! The saite features, but the light 
was gone. Womanhood had fled; the merely animal 
had triumphed. Passion, vice, and despair vied for 
the mastery. She looked much older, though the 
space between her ruin and her death comprised, I 
should say, a few years only. I seemed to haVe a 
knowledge that/ despair had driven her to a watery 
grave. 

I stood rooted to the ground with horror, as a 
murderef at the sudden sight of the gallows. 1 She was 
my work, degraded and lost, yet lovely once and pure! 

There she sat, wringing her garments and < the 
tresses of her hair—and wringing h^r hands in hope^ 
less agony ; sigh upon sigh breaking as from a heart 
overwhelmed with shame. 

I thought of escaping, feeling as thougfi a possible 
word 'from her must be a jlagger to kill mer But I 
know not what/ power droVe me towafds her. Was 
I going to throw myself at her feet ? 
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nVw| only she perceived me. Darting up, she 
g^vc me one look of terror and loathing, and hurried 
aivay. It was iimpossible for t me to reach her. The 
power of abhorrence alone was sufficicnf to mrfke her 
keap ^ne at a distance. Arid presently she^escaped 
fromeny sight altogether, lo^ in a troop of bAvildered 
spirits just arriving from the shores of death. 

\ turned and fled, followod by the Furies. 


LETTER XII. 


I HAVE been to the ^ost-office. That institution also 
is represented here, as I found out quite recently. 
Truly nothing is wanting in this place except all 
that one needs in order to* live and to hope. 

I had gone to inquire for letters. There is some¬ 
thing very curious about this post-office of ours. You 
have Jjeard of what befell Uriah. There have always 
been people who, betraying their neighbour, have 
done so by writing. But the invention is older* even 
than that notorious letter, originating, no doubt, with 
the father of |ies in the first place. It was he who 
inspired th$t piece of treachery, just as he inspired 
Judas’*kiss. Treason by writing is knowh all over 
the world now. There are those who delight in the 
cleverness of such a letter, quite priding themselves 
on the art of faking iij their fellows.' 

Be it known, then, that every such letter goes 
to hell At the expense of the writer, to be called 
for sooner or later—not by the persop to whom it 
is addressed, but by the^ sender; some^few cases 
excepted—$ng David's to begirt with—where 
trile repentance cancels the writing. That is the 
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meani1)g|Of our post-office, and I assure* you it is 
mbst humiliating to be seen there ; for even here 
oty perceives the meanness of sucfi correspondence, 
the writer’s punishment consisting in having thread 
t it oiei; and over again to hisllasting confusiqry 

,1 spmehow could not rest^ill I had been to inquire 
for letters ; to my great relief there wore none for 
me! pld as I was, I had after all never been a 
downright Judas, and I felt ready to give thanks for 
that assurance. I had no real satisfaction in the 
feeling’ still, for a moment, it scCmed I had. 

But such letters are not alT: there arc spurious 
documents and false signatures here more than can 
be counted. Let men beware how they put pen to 
pape»; writing has a terrible power of clinging to 
the soul. None but* God Himself can blot it out. 


I never knew more than two people capable of 
teaching me patience—my mother and Lily—Lily’s 
influence over me being the stronger by far. My 
mother’s props were propriety arfd diRy; but Lily 
moved me by that wonderful goodness.of hers, that 
sunny warmth that emanatec^ from her loving heart. 
In the exuberance of masculine strength I* often 
inclined to be violent and overbearing, ill brooking 
opposition and delighting in conquering obstacles, 
yi^ding to the' absolutely impossibly only with 
clenched fist»: *submissiveness did not grace my 
natyre, That indomitable spirit of mine would break 


out at times qn our rrtemor^ble journey to the south; 
but on th^f journey, alsk, Lily’s power ever me ftas 
fully apparent f was learning from her oiaily without' 
knowpg it, nor did she know it, unconscious as she 
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was of her soul’s beauty : patience was -ope tf the 
many good things to which she led me. 

We had reached .Lucerne, intending to go oyer 
the St. Gofhard to Italy. I wanted Lily to have 
the fu^enjoymertt of crossing the Alps, there^ being* 
to my mind nothing mcjre beautiful than the sudden 
transition from the austere north to the genial life¬ 
expanding south ; and passing by the G^thard, or 
the Spliigen, or the Simplon, one can gather the 
fulness of all Ityily into one day as it were. 

‘ The, weather at Lucerne was most unfavourable, 
and kept us waiting full eight days. I chafed. Morn¬ 
ing after morning Lily and I went to the great 
bridge to have a look at the sky; but little sky wc 
saw; everything was rffist and spray, hiding all 
prospect of lake or mountain'-top. My vexation 
was boundless ; day after day the same miserable 
lookout! I thought them wretched, those excursions 
after breakfast, but their memory is sweet. Lily was 
leading me up and down that queer old bridge—a 
wild animal *ln chains. It needed but the pressure 
of her soft * little hand and my grumblings were 
silenced. * 

How clever she was—how ingenious even — in 
amusing me. Travelled folk will remember that old- 
fashioned structure spanning the Reuss ; it is c®vered, 
and the spares between the woodwork that supports 
the roof are filled with antique pointings—both 
naively' conceived and grotesquely executed. r Shc 
would suddenly stop now ip front of this picture. 
noV in frortf of that, her delightful renjarks again 
and again restoring my good humohr. 

The weather cleared at last, to our great satis- 
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faction ) fVe had gone to the bridge earlier than 
usu^l, when suddenly the mists parted, revealing the 
dazjling mirrc** frojii shore to,shore; and, rolling 
upward, the curtain disclosed the mountlin sceftery, 
4o lonely, so grand. We stoo®, spellbound, wj^fching 
the transformation : the splendid expanse of water, 
from which the country rises, height upon height, 
mountain ’ upon mountain,* the great Alps behind 
them lifting their wirgin whiteness in the radiant 
air. 

The following morning, thcn^\fc started at sun-* 
rise, crossing the lake and thinking hopefully of the 
Gothard. The* boatmen doubted the weather, but 
we hoped for good fortune, enjoying the present, 
which had steeped all naturc»in floods of light. How 
beautiful it is, how surpassingly beautiful, that alpine 
scenery, lifting you into high regions, still and pure! 
The first alpine-rose nearly cost me my life*—it 
was for Lily. We drove and walked alternately. 
It was*a day the memory of which sank into the 
soul. As the sun w-ent down we ptisscu*through the 
wild dark glens that lead to the valley of Urscrn, 
the restful beauty of which, ^o simple yet* sublime, 
opens out before you as though earth glorified Vcre 
a fact already. We passed the night in the little 
town of Andcrmatt The following morning—wha*t 
a cf^nge 1 The koa^-pcoplc had been yght: snow 
covered the grc'unc! ; a storm swept the vailey. 

My impatience was by this fresh delay stung to 
frenzy. One djy passc'd—another—a third; we con¬ 
tinued weather-bound. 10 take it quietly was im¬ 
possible to me. 1 set out upon several expeditions 
by myself to explore the neighbourhood^ fraught with 
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danger to life and limb though they vfprJ. Lily, 
fearful lest anything should befall me, entreate^' me 
to abstain, and to please her I yielded.* How sweetly 
she^Vet hAself to reward me! What none could 
have^one, she did, milking the time pass pkjasantl^ 
and teaching me patience. She took me about the 
little town visiting the people. The houses and 
cottages seemed all open* to her, and the sipiple folk 
received her like an old friend. 

Now it hat} an interest of its own, no doubt, to 
•beconve acquainted with the home-life of this alpine 
retreat, but, after afl, Lily was the centre of all I saw 
and heard. And how should it have been otherwise, 
when she was as a sunbeam gliding from house to 
house, unutterably lovely in her unconsciouu sym¬ 
pathy, calling up smiles wherever she went, and 
leaving a blessing behind her ! I’ am sure the people 
thought so, feeling the better for having seen her. 
Poverty brightened on beholding her, and suffering 
lessened ; she seemed welcome everywhere \ it was 
marvellous. * An' ordinary observer would have said, 
‘ Yes, such is the power of youth and beauty.’ But 
a deeper fascination y'ent out from her, since her’s 
were higher graces, known to God. 

The involuntary sojourn against all expectation 
yielded its own gain, enriching life as with *an idyl 
brought hqme to our minds in lhat alpine solitu/ie. 

Not that I ceased fretting at the delay. One 
evening I asked Lily: ‘ How can you make yourself 
so contentedly glad in jhis, wretched, place, when we 
rhight be spending days of delight beyond?’ 

, ‘ Oh,’ she said, ‘ it is not difficult Even though 

we are kep£ here against our will, and the place 
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seems Jul^ ftnd desolate with the gray mists about 
us, yet I know that there is beauty awaiting us on 
the »other side* of t^e mountain.; a few days only, a 
few hours even, gnd may be there.’ 

Ske»was growing thoughtful. ‘^Philip,’ slje' con¬ 
tinued J>resentty, ‘ does it not femind you of life itself? 
The worl<^ often seems cold and dreary, not yielding 
thij sunny warmth one craves. • But then we do know 
that Paradise is btyond,—the true home prepared 
for us in the house of our heavenly leather. As yet 
there is a mountain between us and the place beyond? 
the mount of crucifixion, of denying ourselves ; it is 
for us to pass it, and then wc do reach home, where 
earth’s troubles are all left behind. . . .’ 

Atfd before long wc dftl find ourselves on the 
other side, resting^ frdm the journey in a charming 
villa on the bank of Lago Maggiore. Lily and I 
were sitting in a .pillared hall, listening to the*soft 
cadence of the waters, and enjoying an indescribably 
'' enchanting view of the island-dotted lake. Mountains 
- framed the picture beyond, rising fiighc^ and higher, 
earth vanishing into sky—the most distant heights 
scarcely to t be distinguished frpm the white clouds on 
the sunny horizon. 

From seeming mid-winter we had reached the 
perfection of a genial clime. Lily’s hands twined 
white roses and t myrtles which she had gathered 
&bout the place. She played with the flowers, now 
wreathing them, now unwreathing them. There was 
a bridal purity about th^se^hildrcn of the south, and 
Lily was hfteelf the sweetest t of blossomy. My heart 
•umed ; I longer! to seize the hands t.vat held thp 
lowers, and cover them with kisses, bug a holy power 
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forbade me. Ever and again I felt as thfugn some 
angel were standing between Lily and myself. •' 

‘What are you thinking ofi).’ I asked, my voice 
betraying lay emotion. 

' I<?’ she said gently, lifting her soft gaze, artd 
heart was stilled. ‘ I ^m thinking of that pdbr dark- 
mountain valley we left behind. The memory of it 
seems to enhance the" beauty we now enjoy f deepen¬ 
ing its riches and our. sense of Lhem. And, feeling 
thus, I cannot {out bless the time spent on the other 
*idc of the dividing mountain, though it seemed 
gloomy and cold, and the longing was great. 

‘ Don’t you think, Philip, that one day when we 
have reached heaven, we shall be looking back with 
similar feelings upon thcUroubled times we rrufy have 
spent on earth ? I think we shall, and that we shall 
be able to bless them, if we now accept them in 
patience and in hope, looking to # God and His dear 
Son. Their memory will even add to the bliss pre¬ 
pared for us.' 

A strangL sedsation crept through me at these 
words of Lily’s—a holy tremor I might call it, but 
fraught with pain. Should I be looking back some 
day from the fields of glory, back upon life on earth ? 
Ah, what a life ! I would mend my ways—indeed I 
would 1 

t i 

But I noycr succeeded in climbing that mountain 
of which Lily had spoken—the mountain of crucifixiort. 
Its weight, on the contrary, is now upon me, crushing 
me to all eternity. 

* A journev through ltaly tor a man ofvny descrip- 
• tion may w*(l be called a trial of patience. Custom¬ 
house-officers^ luggage-porters, guides, hotel-keepers, 
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and thi w^iele tribe of beggars swarm about you like 
persecuting wasps. The miserable greed of that 
clajs of Italians, with tfieir constant attempts at 
cheating you, ^vas^ more than I could* brook^ I 
i>ftci^ (elt ready to thrash Jvery Another’s t s6n of 
thegi that came in my waf. But here also Lily 
was my saving angel. Having frightened her to 
tears on^e by an outbreak'of passion, I felt so sorry 
at having grieved »her that I'was ready to submit 
all travelling affairs to her dccisiop, satisfied she ( 
should £uidc me—another Una* leading the lionl 
She needed only to place her hand on my arm, 
looking at me with her beseeching eyes, and I was 
conquered, no matter what had been the provocation. 
She understood, none bcttfcr than she, how to deal 
with the meanness that roused me. Blessings fol¬ 
lowed her where 1 met hut imprecation. Blessings 
indeed seemed to jgrow up about her path whenever 
she went, and the blessing included me. I was 
growing better—I felt it. But it must have been a 
delusive feeling after all, for my* heart was never 
changed, 
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There are very agejl people in hell, naturafly. To 
be two or three thousand years old, according to 
human computation, is nothing unusual here. There 
are men in this place who lived in the time of 
Sardanapalus, of Cyrus, of Alexander the Great?; who 
knew Socrates perhaps, or Cicero, Horace, Seneca, 
and the like. Indeed, who can tell, but some of these 
historic personages themselves are here I There are 
people here who remember the fall of Nineveh, the 
sacking of Troy, the destruction of Jerusalem*; who 
consulted tHb stars with the Chaldees of old, who 
tended the 'flocks in the days of Abraham, who 
helped to-build the pyramids of Egypt; others are 
here to whom Noah preached the deluge., Hell, then, 
would seem to be a fine place for the pursuit of 
history; but somehow no one cares for that study 
here, things being dead in this place and void, of 
interest^ ‘I myself do not care in the feast to become 
acquainted with historic characters—the only longing 
I am conscious of in this respect, being to meet 
with a conb mporary of the Saviour oE.rnen,—one 
who saw \nd heard Him, I mean. But it is a 



i6i 


LETTERS FRCJ4 HELL. 

fruitless c^pSire. There at;c many here of course who 
lived in His day, and even listened to His teaching; 
but* although they ^ay they remember, tbfy are*quite 
incapable of imparting anythyig ; cy they spea|r*of a 
1false*Messiah, of a deceive? the people. There is 
not*a particle pf truth in all their talk, and it is truth 
I am thirsting for so grievously. Is it not terrible ? 

. But »I am wandering from .my subject: I was 
going to say that old people'here#assurc you that 
the atrrjosphere of this place is. fast turning intq 
vapour—a pleasant prospect thin if it goes oil ! 

Now, I rcijicmbcr noticing that empty talk is 
on the increase in the world. Thoughtful men to 
whom I mentioned the observation believed cheap 
litcrat&re and the so-called education of the masses 
to be the probable; cause. 

A strange explanation of the aforenamed pheno¬ 
menon, is it not ? . Vanity of speech on the increase 
—a pleasant prospect truly if it continues ! To be 
sure tire world could never do .without its talk, 
but the superabundance is alarming ; a new deluge 
threatens, the spirit is lost in hollow words. The 
world used,to be more simple, I am sure, in *lden 
times ; straightforward statements, at any rate, used 
to be current much more than they arc now. Invcrv- 
tiog in’ all sphere# is on the increase, the invention 
of pretences rymark&bly so. One feels'inclined at 
tfmes to call out despairingly: ‘ VVorcfs, s words, 
words!’ as Hamlet did- I am sure words are the 
dominant powor nowad.xys^in so-callec^ intellectiel 
pursuits; it* * is ijot the informing spirit, but the 
phrase, which is puffed and offered for saiV. It has? 
transp^ed, however, that the genius of*talk is.prc- 
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pared to patronise the geiyus of mind, prfmisinjr to 
give it from utter neglect but the spirit will have 
noneiof it,frying: ‘Let me die/rather than be*the 
slave ff words 1’ # 

Andtber striking oD|ervauon has been mad^herf 
of ttte—the number of Vomen in hell is on’the 
increase. iNow the emptiness of talk is scarcely a 
sufficient explanation,*of this fact, but a fact it, is. 
Only half a century ago men used to preponderate 
J>y far; at the present moment equality ijas very 
nearly been attained; before long, I doubt not, the 
fairer sex will outnumber the stronger 

There is a reason for everything, and the cause 
of the effect in question will appear patent to any 
one looking about him open-eyed. Education is at 
fault—that watchwoed of modern.times ! We hear 
much nowadays of woman’s right to be educated. 
Not* a doubt of it, and some fev* I believe manage 
their own creditable share of culture. It is,jiot of 
those I woukl sp^ik, but of the training of girls in a 
general way. How, indeed, do we educate them ? 
and is theif mind, their heart, the better for the 
teaching ‘they get ? Bo we bring them to view in 
nature for instance, or in history, the eternal purpose 
of beauty and of truth ? Arc we anxious that they 
should learn to distinguish betwees the pure and^hc 
impure, the'mean and the noble, the ^paltry ancFthe 
truly great ? that they should seek the ideal in life— 
ay, their own ideal, the crown, of their womanhbod ? 
1 % it truth, Js it love, /c /teach them? and above 
all, do we lead them to Him who trcih and love 
eternal, th^ir God, their Saviour ? 

Do we, I*ask? but no, this is not the so-called 



163 


LETTERS FROM HELL. 

_«_ i _ 

• 

first-elks^ ‘education our girls get for all their 
go^messes and finishing - masters 1 Our girls, 
coming forth from the scfioolrqom, will jabber their 
two or three foreign tongues, will rattle iway oij the 
^piant, pr sing a song, and Ifoppy ire the that 
need iJot hear it! Our g^rldf moreover, are found to 
have a ^mattering of things in general, enabling 
them tQ venture on all sbrt» of topics concerning 
which they are profoundly ignorant; our girls are 
supposed to have acquired style ancj deportment to 
boot; the art of dress being neither last npr lease 
Every fold of their garments assumes a vital im¬ 
portance ; but concerning the bent of their hearts, 
who takes the trouble to inquire ? 

It*is vanity, and their Education a farce. Poor 

girls! poor women! 1 You are worse off, I say, in 

these days of culture than you were in the darkest 

of ages when no ( onc dreamt you needed tcaohing. 

In those days you were looked upon as though you 

had rlo souls ; time righted you, and it was allowed 

you were not mere puppets. Nbw y»u are being 

varnished over by way of education, till your soul 

lies encrusted beneath. 

• _ 

The good old times, after all, were best ’ Our 

grandmothers were brought up for home duties 
chiefly, and lesson-books were of the fewest beyond 
their Bibles and their catechism.* Womon knew their 
tailing; they'accepted it at the hands'll God, and 
were happy in doing their duty. But now—what 
of it ? the clearest notion^ which girls and, I fear, 
many wor^n, have of duty nowadays^ is, that it* is 
a bore. 

And what is life, as they take it Is it not to 
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amuse themselves as long as possible, to^pliy lawn 
tennis all day and every Jday, to catch i. husl^nd 
and have sweet little bapies—yttle ‘dears, images 
of their mother, of course—to be* fashionable, shining 
in sdbi^ty, till otd age* overtakes them ; is qpV that 
it ? But there remain ^ne thing which H never 
mentioned-^-they may die any day and w{ike up in 
hell ! 

Karth, truly, prcs5pts a varisty of schools pre¬ 
paratory for hell' those which men frequent are bad 
enough, but those for women—let angels weep! 

I went for a wafk lately, passing by the gates 
of hell. Understand me aright ; I am not speaking 
of those awful gates of hell set up in defiance of 
the Lord of heaven Hitnself, though they cannot 
prevail. They arc in the abyss I have spoken of, 
which is a far more dreadful place* than this abode 
of d^ath. I only mean that I passed near the 
entrance of Hades. 

An entrance truly it is, for of your own fr?e will 
you never gpt 01 ft, wide open though you find it 
I cannot tell, whether I contemplated anything like 
an escape; I only know # that on approaching a certain 
boundary line an awful ‘ Stop!’ resounded, and I 
slunk back terrified. 

No one, then, passes out, save under dread com¬ 
pulsion ; but there is. a flocking jn'continuously. t I 
forget whs^fhey say of the death-rat^ in the world,' 
is it c/ery minute or every second that a human 
soul goes to eternity? ^Be i\ as it^may, it is a 
terrible fact {hat the greatef part of th^e who die 
’ present thqjnselves at these gates *of hopelessness. 
There is not a more appalling sight in all hell than 
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vv’atch*ng|this entrance ! .The space beyond is wrapt 
inV shadowy mist, out If which last souls are co*n 
stJftitly emerging, ajngly ir in ‘troops, d<jwning»upon 
your vision. They are all equally naked, differing 
♦but 4 rysex and in age. The beggar and theming arc 
not* to be knpwn from ot/e another, both arriving in 
like miserable nakedness. t That abject misery is the 
common mark of unredeemed, humanity, set upon 
all the children of Adam coining Jiithcr, no matter 
what station was theirs in life. J hoy have all come* 
by the same road, broad and pleasant at first, but 
terrible at it.^ latter end. As they approach the 
gates they arc seized with fear and trembling, and 
pass them in an agony of despair. 

Tfte love of amusement nowadays scarcely stops 
short of the harassing ; men l«vc to feast upon any¬ 
thing that excites their unhealthy fancy. Hut I 
assure you I have,not sunk to that state of caflous- 
ncSs which could look upon the dreadful scene 1111- 
movecT. 1 All these are coming to share my misery !’ 

I cried. Say not it was complacenc^ clothed in 
pity ; there was something not altogether mean in 
my sympathy. I could hate wept for them, as I 
long to weep for myself. 

Yet, after all, I felt fascinated by the sigljt, 
anjl tore myself away with difficulty ; the picture, I 
kne*v, would ^>ur*>u 6 me into \vhatcv<^j>olitude I 
fhight plunge. 

How rich is life, Ijow full of enjoyment! I see 
it now where »nothing ; s Teft to comfort the squl. 
My life, I tAo cannot but owji, was overflowing with 
blessings ; how many moments I can cill to mini 
that s/temed welling over with content ^ 
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The sound of a certain bell keeps coifing back 
to* my inward ear. I hearfit ringing, ringing, and it 
vibrates through my'inmoiit souk It is the beK; of 
everr-^ong, to which I joved to listen in days gone 
by. And as I hear it, the sounds call up a scene o# 
beauty rich with the hues frf memory. I see waging 
cornfields, like sheets of gold between the sombre 
woodlands and the winding stream ; I see lowering 
mountains lifting thfeir rocky ’ heights into the 
•■burnished colou.-s <?f the west; I see the sun sinking 
on the horizon, vanishing in a wealth of roseate 
sheen. And twilight spreads her wings, a deep 
holy calm enwrapping nature. I say a holy calm, 
for the sounds of the ringing bell are burdened 
with a message of peace to the soul. The smoke 
ascends from the cottages about, gnd the incense of 
prayer rises from many a heart Those whom love 
unites gather in unity. The children nestle by their 
mother’s knee awaiting the father returning from 
work. And whcij he has come, they close the door 
upon the outside world, upon the troubles and hard¬ 
ships too that daily life may bring. Or if some 
cause of ‘care will not *bc banished, there is love at 
hand to deal with it; yea, it helps to nurture that 
love whose deepest roots are sunk in sorrow. 

Would I were that poor labouier returning fr,om 
the field h£,tills in ‘the sweat df his ( brow ; or <:hat 
barefooted youth keeping the cattle on the lea! 

The evening bell continues .ringing, ringing, to my 
ev ; but tha message it €ar/ies now ic : 

‘Too late! too late I’ 

Ah, little bell, my longing is turned to despair I 


LETTER XIV. 


I REVERT to ray childhood, ft was the eve of Aunt < 
Betty’s birthday. My present had been waiting for 
ever so long; I gloated over it in secret with dis¬ 
tracted feelings; I would not for worlds have 
betrayed it prematurely, yet I longed to let her 
guess at the w6nderful surprise in store for her. 
Thus divided in my childish mind I sought hej little 
room ih the twilight. 

She was not there, and I grew impatient I must 
needs look for something to amuse m^. But there 
was nothing that owned the charm <^f novelty. I 
gazed about, yawning, when a large 1119th on the 
window caught my eye. That called me to Action, 
and, forgetful of all Aunt Betty’s pious injunctions 
to leave God’s creatures unmolested, I forthwith Set 
ub a chase. Nor >vas it long, before J had caught 
1 the hapless ihsec't; it fluttered anxioiMj^but I held 
it fast, bent upon examining it, when sudacVily Aunt 
Betty entered. Ovrfrtak^i in my boyish cruelty, I 
closed mj^hand upon the little prisoner, and stood 
trembling. 

Ajunt Betty, however, did not seem to notice tffat 

* 
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I was ill aft ease, and turned to me with., her* usual 
kindness. I felt very miserable, and conversation 
would not flow, *so she tofi me a story, her usyal 
devicft when*, she thought f needed rousing. Now, 
whatever her stories might be worth,—and they ^ere 
not by ahy means always inventions of genius,-*-t^cy 
were sure to culminate in some sort of moral which 

I 

never failed to impress me. - Aunt Hetty’s story on this 
occasion led up to the statement—God seeth thee ? 

The words fell on me like judgment; involun¬ 
tarily I hid m/ hand behind my back, my heart 
beating,'ready to burit. 

‘You must know, darling,’ Aunt Hetty went on 
unconsciously, ‘that God sits upon His holy throne, 
an angel on His right hand, and another on Hir left, 
each having a book before him. And the angel to 
the right marks down till the good,‘however little or 
weak, which man strives to do while he lives on 
earth; that angel is always srrfiling a heavenly 
smile. Hut the angel on the left is full of weeding, 
as he notes down the evil deeds of men. And at 
the last day, when the great reckoning has come, a 
voice is heard from the throne—“ Give up the 
books I" And then our deeds are examined ; if there 
is more evil than good, and we have not repented 
of*it humbly, and received forgiveness of sin, it 
will go ill with us! We shall be fof ever wailing fn 
the evil plaj^u’'* 

This*ending of auntie’s story troubled me 
greatly. I pressed my hand ‘together closer and 
closer, feeling pt the same time as though i live coal 
)vere burning my palm. ' It was conscience which 
burned. 1 h'e poor moth must have been dead long 
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bcforft, vot I felt as though it were still fluttering 
u^hin nfy grasp, trying jo free itself from the unkind 
h«ld. ‘ God’sectlj all tljings,’, said auntie; 1 a^idwe 
must answer tq Hiha for all our deeds at the lasjt,day!’ 
% Self-control was at an end ; *a floocl of tcanj came to 
th# rescue ; and, unable ytofiay a single wonj, I held 
out my palm to Aunt Betty, the crushed moth 
witnessing against me. 

She understood at onca, and drawing me to 
her heart she first pointed to, the wrong qf 
cruelty ; but added her own sjj - eet words of.consol.1- 
tion, that God would forgive me if my tears could 
tell Him I was sorry. But I was not able at once 
to grasp this assurance, sobbing piteously. Never 
was there anything more* tender, more full of love, 
than Aunt Betty’s \Vays wherj comfort was needed. 
And presently she made me kneel down and ask 
God to forgive me. It was she who pra)«cd, I 
repeating the words after her. But they came 
fronf my heart, and never was there more sincere 
repentance. * ^ 

And then she told me another st»>ry, and that 
story, too, # must have its moral. Pressing* close 
to her heart she exhorted me to look to God in all 
my doings, and turn to Him in prayer my life loyg. 
Wherfever I had, done anything amiss I should tell 
hfijn so with a, oontritc heatt, bcgjjjng Him to 
•forgive me, and promising Him sinctTai^ that I 
woald try not to do so again. Then the Lord 
God would pyty me in His mercy, ai^d I need ,not 
fear the d^adful book. 

As for the pRor moth, wc buried it sorrowfully in ’ 
one of auntie’s flower-pots. We gavn it a coffin of 
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rose leaves, so that the mangled corpse nejpd hot be 
touched by the covering earth. 

My heart was light agfin when I left the little 
roonv^ But f all that night I was troqbled in dreams. 
Again ^pd again*I heard the dreadful words, ‘ Give# 
up the.books!’ And, tracing, I sat up in lied* to 
find myself in the dark. I had never known 
before what it was to'"be afraid of the dark; now 
I knew. 

The following morning, as soon as I was dressed, 

F ran to.Aunt Betty's^door, finding it locked contrary 
to habit ‘It is me, auntie!’ I cried, and was 
admitted directly. But I stood still, amazed ; the 
tears ran down Aunt Betty’s face. On the table 
before her there was thd‘ most marvellous array of 
queer old things, which I did'not remember ever 
having seen. Indeed, such was my amazement and, 

I must add, my grief, that I forgot all about the 
precious present I had come to deliver. My first 
clear idea was that Aunt Betty too perchance height 
have crushed a mblh ; but a brighter thought super¬ 
vened. * Auntie,’ I whispered, pressing close to her, 

‘ didn t you say last night that God sceth all things ? 
Does He see you are crying?’ 

Aunt Betty started, a flood of light illumining her 
features : 

' Yes, daijjng,’ sh6 said, ‘ thank t you ! He does 
know al}. things and He knows my tears ; it is very 
wrong of me to forget it He does not only know 
thepi, but He, counts then;!’ * 

And quickly she dried them, showing tne her own 
*qjd smiling, fact ° 

‘Can you,not see, my child, how the Lord has 
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wiped thj:m away ? He needs but look upon poor 
hiftnan eyes ^nd they cense crying,’ 

* ‘ But why did ^ou cry, auntie ? 

'That is mAre than you gould understand,<dearic. 
1 I aftifforty years old this* dAy, but why need I cry ? 
' wfly should J, even if I /vere an old maid of.sixty or 
eighty? ay, and if He will have me livt till I am a 
hundred, I will not murmur, , Come and sit down 
by me, that I may talk to ybu.’ y\nd she began : 

‘ Yi^rs ago, my child, there yas» a young girl a« 
pretty as she was foolish. Sli# believed the* world to 
be indescribably beautiful, and that all its glories were 
waiting to be showered into her lap. There was no 

harm in this illusion in itself; but it was hurtful 

• * 

because altogether untrue. The world is not meant 
to be so delightful to any of us. The girl herself 
was really pretty, and when people told her so, she 
would • cast down her eyes, feeling as though she 
mujt sink into the ground for shyness. 

‘ There was one especially wtyo told her so times 
without number. And he was bcautftid without a 
doubt—strong, manly, and winning. FIc was a sailor. 
It was a time of war, and hC commanded h privateer. 

' She Idved him dearly, with all her heart There 
was a ball one day—do you know what a ball ,is ? 
It is a queer thing—a mixture of angelic delight and 
ddvilish invention/ One is carried ataj^. floating, as 
it were, in the airy spaces between heavefr'and earth 
and hell—at least /, think so. . . . Well, when the 
ball was eye? he entreated her for on^ of her glpvcs. 
There was* nothing she could have refused him at 
that moment, I believe. He had it— jA id here you 
see jts fellow 1’ 
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And she showed me number one of her relics— 
an*ancient kid gljivc. 

1 lint the young girl's faarent^ said he was \n 
adventurer and iy>t fit ,to marry into a respectable 
family. »That was her ‘firs't grief. Still he hqd*her 
heart; ghe said she would ! never love another, ^hd' 
they were ffbrmittcd at last to be engaged to one 
another. This is the,mg he gave her! 

1 Now she swyn in happiness. One voice only 
h all the universe 4 had power over her heart, and 
tfiat voice was his. , T t might have been true that 
he was not without many and grave faults, but she 
loved him just as he was. lie might have sunk 
lower and lower, I believe she would have loved him 
still, for, once the heart lias been given away truly 
— but that is more than you can understand. Well, 
he went to sea, and returned. It was a splendid 
vessel*which he commanded, the “Vjking” they called 
it. One capture after another he made, and qrew 
rich upon the prize^ taken. But people said money 
never remnijvjd with him ; he was careless of it, and 
prone to gambling. This is the ship 1’ 

Sh{ sltfowed me a little picture representing a 
schooner skimming over the bluest of seas. 

11 is absence sometimes was tong. But they 
exchanged letters whenever opportunity offered— 
such letters ! \ AH her soul was'in* heys. And as 
for his—v-Sfl, here they are !’ 

She pointed to a packet of fjded letters, carefully 
tied,togcther wjith a once rtase-coloured rib^bon. 

‘ And then there came a time when news ceased. 
\Uhat she felt and suffered in those sad days 1 
cannot tell you. At last she heard again. He was 
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ill—t^ie letter said—very ill in a foreign seaport. 
Winter Iwas approachiijg, but she would not.be 
d^erred. T^ikin^ her trusted miid with hrjr, she 
iet out upon the journe^, and found him in misery. 
He^had been wounded io aVlucI-*-what that is you 
n^d # not know, but here is#the bullet! 

‘ She nutted him ar/d he recovered,; she freed 
him from his liabilities, paying all his debts. Full 
df contrition, and with a n(Av heart apparently, he 
returned with her ; his promises* satisfied her and 
her faftiily. He would give dp privatcerjng, and 
take the command of a merclTantman instead. She 
should go wifh him as his wife. 

‘ Once more they were to separate and then be 
united for life. He went* to visit his relations and 
settle his affairs. 

‘The weeks passed, the wedding-day approached. 
Happy hour that should crown her hopes, heal 
her griefs, and Pc ward her for all past suffering! 
Thff'wedding-dress was ready. This is the wreath 
—do you know the bridal blossoms ? ^Foor wreath, 
it is faded now and shrivelled, but jt will last, I 
think, while two eyes are left to look upog it fondly, 
for the sake of the love that came and went 

' There was another letter. He had set out to 
join her, but turned half-way, never to see her aga*in. 
Here is that saddgst of letters; what,tears it cost 
,her—what pings—to answer it! 

Was fye wicked ? I do not think so, but very 
heedless. He had shrror*nded himself with difficul¬ 
ties, and tljerc was but one way out of them : *onc 
heart must be broken. His uncle, who adopted him,* 
had a, daughter—God bless her ! He had engaged 
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himself twice over ; men, I fear, can do such things. 
Hq could redeem his pledge to one only, t He djd 
his duty by her, \frho perhaps had suffered most [or 
him, and who—but let that past.'. They say that 
he settled down ind rnfcde her a good husband y I 
trust the’Lord has forgiven him the sins of his ^oi^th.^ 

‘Buf for,that other one'who gladly would have' 
sacrificed her all for his sake, happiness was dead 
and gone, her beauty lading with, her hopes. Slfe 
grew old, and people began to find her plain. She 
had nothing lcft'to*livc for—in herself I mean—so 
she lived for others. “ The world is bad, but men 
need sympathy ; they are not all bad, but many are 
unhappy, suffering, and poor. The old maid has 
found comfort in God, hen Lord and Saviour.’ * 

She stopped, and carefully sot herself to pack up 
her treasures. 

Aed that accomplished, she turned to me smiling : 

‘ I have done for a year!’ she kaid ; let us think 
of breakfast now.’ 

I, of coui^e, hatl not taken in the meaning of 
her story, nor,was there any need. She had felt a 
longing to,unburden herjclf to human ears ; she had 
done £o, but her secret was hers. 

Now I remember her words, understanding them 
as* I did not then ; I am able to enter into her 
feelings nown-those feelings of h$r fortieth birthday, 
when she/he so-called old maid,' polired out her 
heart to the child. 

At dinner Aunt Betty apffcared unusuany gay, 
mating the ftnniest little speeches, and,'keeping us 
•in the best ^f humour all that day. 1 

But those words of hers, ‘ God seeth thee,’ would 
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returrt to *me often, even in later years. They had 
bt$n woifes of comfort tl> my pious old aunt; to me 
they sounded'as tl\e trumpets qf judgment, so different 
was I from hey! 'And f then the time tame yjien I 
learyi^ to disregard those wor«ls entirely—wljcn it was 
(nothing to me to crush jflany a creature of God’s 
making, that* because of my touch never would lift 
wing jjgain. 

To pass tne umc seems lO U11L. Wl the chi^l 
objects* in life, and how to ^ia*ss it a qu^ition tin 
which the most ingenious inventions have been 
brought to bear. Whether the wickedness or the 
folly of the endeavour is the more deplorable is 
difficult to say. There ate few phrases showing the 
perversity of the wforld more fully than this current 
expression, to pass the tune! Time and life arc in¬ 
separable ; men want to live ; they consequently try 
to pass away the time, and yet it is time which 
yiclcls the fulness of existence, be it in sorrow or in 
joy. To pass the time is considered t^live ; but at 
the end of time stands Death, with hour-glass and 
sickle, wajting for the last grains to run eut. Pass¬ 
ing the time, then, may be tantamount to slow self- 
murder. Men are anxious to pass it away as though 
wdVc a frightfpl monster—an enemy to life and its 
enjoyment—^ne\ei*thinking thht thejajal enemy may 
* be coming when time has vanished. It’'popple would 
but understand that time is their most precious gift 
—a grace qf heavenly ^fulness—and that all^ the 
treasures of the East can never make up for a day 
wasted, for an hour lost 1 And if a single hour n\py 
be so rich in blessing, what then must time itself be 
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worth, lying before us as a shoreless ocean?* But 
the entire blessedness of tfte gift will corfie to fche 
bclicvjng heart only ip the kingdom to come, wh«re 
Ix>vc i rules \fhich made the time. f 

In hell, where*everything is seen in its own Jrue 
light, the passing of time, or rather time passed, 1 
assumes an awful significance ; for truth and reality 
are upon us. It was time which, for us also, included 
the largess of life—the manifold blessings shed abroad 
l^y the hand of G*od. Time is past now, and hope 
1ms fled.. Ay, we ourselves are thrust out of it, never 
' to enter again ; time for us has vanished, leaving 
existence behind. 

One of the great sources of amusement on earth 
for the beguiling of dull t-ime is the theatre. Well, 
we too have a theatre, though tirtie with us needs no 
more whiling away. Old habit only is its raison 
iCtHrc.,- Women need something here to incite their 
fancy, men something to meet their craving—not 
to mention the question of food for fashionable Con¬ 
versation. X^ C1C & no weather here to be talked 
about, so we must fall back upon the theatre. 

Acting Avith us is carried out in a magnificent ii 
peculiar style, the like of which is not possible in 
the world, not even in Paris, that theatre of theatres. 
True, we are poor in dramatic worlds, for not many 
plays of poet’* ijpventidn are so glaringly immoral that 
they arc hell; the greater number being vapid 

rather than wicked, no one cares for f hem here. 
But we have resources outdoing* anything dreamt of 
by stage managers upon earth ; for we ne-Trly always 
set; life—real occurrences that is—the actors being 
the very perpetrators of the things set in scene 
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That if to. say, they commit over again on hell’s 
stagf the bleeds of their ;arthly life. The theatre- 
going public with us then do no,t fceS upon imagina¬ 
tion, but on flat jealfty, thi child of illusion. ,, 

I °f stage managers there*, is no lack hqre, but 
tleii® is no enviable task. *It needs their utmost 
exertion to odtdo one another in produoing things 
horrible ^or piquant; for jJcojtle here also desire to 
be *tickled, blast theugh they j6e. So the harassed 
manager rushes about seeking for soyic spicy occur-, 
rence, softie sensational wickedness; and having got' 
it, he must look for the men and women who did it, 
though they be’ roaming in the farthermost places of 
hell. Find them he must, and having found them, 
there is no help for them ; fhey must play their part. 

Let me give an example. There is a piece which 
made a great hit' here lately, called the ■ Jewel 
Robbery,’ a most satanic mixture of seduction, 
murder, and theft’ A handsome woman, good- 
natured, but silly, is intentionally led astray, as a 
means only; the object being a*famo^ robbery, 
necessitating two frightful murders besides. A piece 


full of the most unwholesome effect, you f. cc, ^and 
not invented by exaggerating playwright’s fancy; but 
a reproduction, in all minutest details even, of horrible 
facts. 'The daily papers were full of it at the time. 
Thcy t are all heje who were mixed up in jtf continuing 
to play the part that brought them hither.”' ^ou will 
undeistand frpm this that we could not act virtuous 
pieces even if the audience cfcsired them i the needful 
actors not being procurable ! 

Our theatre, nevertheless, plainly has the advan-, 
tage, since real murderers, villains, and profligates are 
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here to take their parts, and all the pieces given are 
scenes of actual life; oilr dramatis ptkona, {hen, 
thoygh forced 'to play, do so with singular vivacity 
an<j ( truthfolness. If goAd people, are required, by 
way of dupes and victims, we fall back upon Jiyp<v 
crites^ who delight in' the opportunity of shqwii/g 
forth ’them special talents, and indeed they manage 
their assumed character Very cleverly. 

Moral laws naturally are quitoout of the question; 
there is no eventual victory of goodness, nor need 
the trijjmph of wickedness be sustained. Play-acting 
in hell is quite independent of rules, either moral or 
dramatic, pieces simply being carried to the point 
they reached in life. 

The scenery is unrivalled,—illusion of course, but 
the illusion is perfect. It is quite within our power 
to imagine any place, the surroundings of the original 
plot, mere jugglery, but appearing most real. These 
scenes sometimes are wonderfufly impressive, many 
a spectator, at the unexpected sight of well-known 
places, falling a jirey to hopeless longing. 

Effective, then, as these representations are, they 
are a torment alike to,actor and audience. In this 
also we are driven to own the one law paramount 
that makes inclination here a terrible compulsion— 
not leaving so much as a desire even that k might 
be otherwise. 
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SHOULD the idea present itwflf to you to publish 
these letters, you have my full permission for doing 
so —not that I write them with this view primarily. 
And people very likely wiM doubt their genuineness. 
'Even supposing soals in hell to be able to wiite 
letters,’ they will* say, ' how 'should their missives 
reach the upper world ? ’ 

People arc strangely inconsistent. The man lives 
not ttho has not heard of spirits and ghosts, while a 
great many actually believe in supernatural appear¬ 
ances. Now supposing there are ghosts, why should 
not ghost letters be conceivable ? And wjiat moic 
natural thap to imagine that some restless Spirit, 
permitted to revisit former scenes, should somehow 


mediate such communication ? 

’ Such is indecJ t^ fact in thopresentpse. Count 
the*letters you have had from me, anu’k v surc that 
so many ghosts have been to your dwelling. Do not 


be horrified! 
my wanderjpg 


I do hot entrust my confessions to 
soul, but only to respectable spiftts. 


Indeed, if the nitural shrinking of mortal man were 
nnt in.vour way, you might find some of them worth 
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the knowing. In any case I pledge them tO| polit- 
behaviour, that they shall nowise harass jAu, bu 4 #d< 
their, errand unslen. t Not all ghosts hive a characte 
for ^worrying mortals ; sdne, oft tjje contrary, an 
exceedingly trustworthy, and could be sent anywhere 
Be it known to youthen, that whenever you Jfin 
yourself possessed of fresh news frdm me, some 
ghost has been to yourr house that night Did you 
not find a letter beneath your desk lately —on the 
r floor I mean ? This is how it was. On leaving off 
^writing, the evenirfg before, you left your pen and 
pencil crosswise on the table—quite by accident, l 
dare say ; but my messenger, on perceiving the holy 
sign, was seized with such a fit of trembling that he 
dropped the letter and sped away. And while I am 
about it, I would ask you to get rid of the super¬ 
numerary cocks in your farmyard ; the piercing 
call iof the bird of dawn may be all very well 
in your cars, but to us it bears a terrible warning, 
reminding us of a day to come, the day of resurrec¬ 
tion and fipal ddbm, which we know must come, 
however distant it be. 

My handwriting I dare say is not very legible; I 
hope' you will excuse it. There is not a pen to be 
had here but what has been worn out in the service 
ol falsehood or injustice. The papjr too is wretched. 

I could find nothing but som< old documents to 
serve the- purpose, and upon examining them more 
closely I do believe they are nothing less than the 
false decretals of 853 —nice'material to write on! 
As for ink, alas, my friend, what should you say if 
it were my very heart-blood l write with? It is 
black enough no doubt! 
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I feed <iot tell you that my letters will not bear 
keying. IThey fade away in daylight You can 
only preserve' their contents by copying theqi on 
the spot. 

. T^his prcijv-ii. ■—— — — . 

Vy ihe* hand of a remarkable personage—one of the 
frany interesting acquaintances I have.maJc here 

_who is about to revisit the'earth, lie is one of 

the famous knights of Charles the Hold, who met 
their death by the brave lances of'the Swiss at tlx; 
battle Sf Murten. Proud and noble is his Rearing,- 
and he goes fully armed, from uic spur on his heel to 
the plume on his helmet; but the spurs do not clink, 
and the plume will not wave. He carefully keeps 
his vteor closed, so that I have no knowledge of his 
face, although I secih to know him intimately from 
his conversation. ' 1 believe he feels ashamed. 1c 
cannot forget that he, the famous champion, renowned 
for many a victorious encounter, met his death by 
the fland of an ordinary peasant 

It is the consciousness of his High dignity which 
prevents him from mixing freely with, people. lie 
lives like a hermit almost, injured in his own pride. 
It was mere accident that gained me his notice. I 
was delivering a panegyric in some public locality 
concerning the njerits of the wine of Beaune, stating 
that I had drun^ k on the spfct. \^h*n the com- 
•pany had dispersed I found myself alo'rle .^ith him 

of *he armqpr. 

‘You have been to • Burgundy ?, he queried, 
hollow-voicsd. 

‘ I have, sir." 

* And to Beaune, near Dijon ?' 
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‘ I have, sir knight.' 

C6te d’or, thou glorious, never-to-b4 I -forgo*A:n 
country ! ’ he murmqred, beneath the visor. And 
tumjgg upefri his { hce! he ldft me to my cogitations. 

That; was the beginning of our acquaintance ; I* 

met him again, and he appeared to take to me. <H«I 

gave me many a glowing description of'the splendour 

surrounding Charles t the Bold, of his glorious army, 

of the great future then apparently in store for 

JBurgundy, of tlje battles and tournaments that had 

tmrichcd him with tronhies. But he never mentioned 
* 

cither Granson or Murten. On the other hand, he 
was anxious to learn from me the present condition 
of the once famous Burgundy, the power and exploits 
of France, the modern perfections of the art 0/ war, 
and the tactics of battles. He bould listen to me for 
hours. 

But what interested him most, and gained me his 
confidence fully, was my telling him about my sojourn 
in the Cevcnnes, and the days I spent in exploring 
the charming hill-range deserving so fully its appella¬ 
tion of Cdtc-d’or. Never enough of detail could 1 
give him-concerning my knowledge of those scenes 
of beauty. He would guide me, putting question 
u^ion question ; but it was as if one question kept 
hovering on his lips which he dared not ask.' My 
recollections*brought me at la-t to Castle Roux. 
He starfwd' visibly as I named it, and grew silent, 
waiting breathlessly for what I might vohinteer. 

# Much mij^ht be said ebneeming that castle. It 
is a mountain fastness of ancient date, modem times 
* having restored it in fanciful style ; “its owner being 
proud of it as of a relic of antiquity, and inhabiting it 
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or se\jeral .months in the year. The family is old, 

ju^/he original title of Roux has yielded to another 
ian»e well kndwn in the annals of Prance. 

The old ca|tle!» inteitesting in itself, is rich 

t cariosities besides. I.g&'e an* account of* all 
t, might be seen within the venerable walls, 
cribing the labyrinthine passages, the^ qucfcr, old, 
winding-stairs leading to all «orts of secret places, 
th£ lofty battlements commanding a view of the 
fertile tracts round about; I spokft of the dismal 
keeps htewn into the rock, where hipless prisoners, 
for years might dream of the*vanishcd dayl'ght; 1 
mentioned the armoury and the great hall filled 
with the cognisances of knighthood. In short I 
took »my visored friend night through the castle, 
one door only remaining closed to my roaming 
description, that oT the so-call 5 d red chamber which 
I myself had not entered. I had been told, that 
never nSortal foot ’should cross its threshold again. 
Centuries ago something terrible had happened in that 
room—what? I could not learn. • The old steward, 
who acted as my guide on the occasiog tff my visit, 
communicative as he was in a general way^was most 
reserved copcerning the past history of the fifmily, 
but some account had been given me in the little 
village inn where I spent a couple of nights, and 'it 
clung to memory. , 

• Concerning tfie secret chamber no one seemed 
to know anything, but I learned a wonderful story 
of the so-called ‘ Colfl Hand.’ Whenever the head 
of the family for the time being—so the tale ran—is 
about to commit some act detrimental to the honour. 
or welfare of the house, he is warned at the decisive 



84 


LETTERS FROM HELL 


moment \>y the touch of a cold hand. At ti 
very moment he stretches forth his ow?, hand,! 
it in friendship tor in enmity, an icy hand, invisibi 
is laid—ncy always upon his hand v —sometimes c 
his ’cheek, on hfs neck, .or upon the crown of h 
head. ’’Through centuries and up to the primer 
time the ‘ cold hand ’ in this manner has swayed th 
fortunes of the family. The influence was experience 
last when the late owner, who died but recently, wa 
about to tie the huptial knot The festive compan 
was gathered ih the great hall ; he had just take 
hold of" the pen to sign the marriage-contract, whei 
the icy touch of a cold hand closed upon his finger; 
He staggered, turned white as a corpse, and dropper 
the pen. Neither praye-- nor menace could prevai 
with him to make him fulfil his engagement ; tlu 
wedding never took place. 

^concluded by saying that it remained, of course 
with the hearer to credit the story'; some oclieved 
such family traditions—some did not ; one could 
but form one’s owh opinion. 

The viSbred knight, however, did not appear to 
think there were two ideas about it His head 
shook slowly', and the hollow voice made answer : 

‘It is true, man, every word of it. I am the last 
Count of Roux ! ... I am the Cold Hand !’ 


I shrunk ..back terrified and stood trembling,^ For 
so powerful aTe the instincts of mortal life that they 
cleave to us still: why should one shrink from a 
fellow-ghost ip hell, where,, all hands are cold ? 

The Count stood groaning. 

* Hear me,’ he said ; ' I will tell you my story.’ 
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' | hav* never yet discovered what cause brought 
mjp to thfc place of punishment, unless it be the fact 
tlmt overmuch piety governed me in life. J was 
ruled by the # prit*sts, tfcdy^ and ^soul.fand obeyed 
they - behests blindly. - t 

• * 5 ome centuries ago % colony from Provence 
*had settled 'in the vallfcys of the Ccvcnncs ; they 
were cpiiet people, and 'patterns of diligence, the 
neighbourhood indeed had/only gained by their 
presence. Peaceful and harmless,’they seemed glad 
of the* retreat they had founc^. * But then tjiey weit 
heretics, forming a religious community, a remnant 
of the Albigenses in fact. .At first they kept their 
creed to themselves ; but by degrees, feeling settled 
in their new home, thc£ confessed their heresies 
openly, attempting dven to gain others to their views. 
They claimed the right for ever)' Christian to read 
the Bible for himself; and repudiated anything that 
was not in keeping with the Scriptures and the 
teaching of the Apostles. That was dangerous doc¬ 
trine, and could not fail to call Torth the resistance 
of the clergy. The struggle reached ite height about 
the time I entered upon manhood. As an obedient 
son of the Church I closed my eyes to harm accruing 
to myself, and drove them mercilessly from my 
domihion. It vjas a crusade in small, a repetition 
of^Albigcnsijjn pessecution. The third part of my 
county was laid, waste; devastation reigned where 
thrift and wealth had flourished, and I myself had 
done it. Nothing but the assurance | that so difea 
sacrifice would gain me a high place in heaven could 
uphold me thrdbgh the pangs of loss, and the prie.^ts’ 
did their best to strengthen my belief. 
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‘And yet I lived to rue it The Church, for i^hich 
I had done so much would not do anything - for m*, 
at least not what I wanted. I wished lo marry the 
lovely Lady ♦Cyrilje de Brei/dle, bfit v^as refused dis¬ 
pensation because she wtts a distant cousin. Endjess 

were the difficulties, the‘“'humiliations I underwent. 

* 

Entreaty, menace, promise'of money Availed not. 
My gracious Liege intirfered ; it was vain. I my¬ 
self went on a pilgrimage to Roma Two years ha 3 
hecn spent in mortifying endeavour when at last I 
gained n?y end. 

4 Indeed, had it been in my power to recall the 
Albigenses, I would have done it, so wroth was I. 

4 Cyrille then became my wife, doubly dear for 
the battle that had won' her, and for the faithful 
endurance with which she clave* to me. For I had 
had a dangerous rival in the Count of Tournaillfes. 

I here stood nothing in the way of a marriage with 
him ; but she had preferred to 'wait till I could 
lead her to the altar. For some five or six ytars 
1 was in a^caven* of bliss. Our union had been 
blessed with fcwo children, a boy and a girl. What 
so few can say, we could : our happiness was com¬ 
plete. Then the time came when Duke Charles 
cajled his vassals to arms. Knighthood loved to 
obey, but it was a wrench to affection. I went. 

•‘You kneny. the history of that pnfqrtunate war ; 
how, hayng conquered Lorraine, we faced the Swiss.* 
Granson, Murtcn—terrible names! It if a mystery 
to pe to thjs day how *Jt came about; I doubt 
not that unearthly powers interfered. I fell at 
Murtcn, and lifting my eyes agaiif, found myself 
here. 
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1 1| who had built upon the assurance of having a 
phlfce in Jkeaven, to be thrust into^hell by the hand 
of* a low-born chyrl! I shall never get over the 
disgrace. And m£ loving v^ife, my darfing children 
.—sfrpnger than the feeling or shame was the longing 
ifoi* them. It drove me flack to earth, a t rcstless, 
Vandering soul. 

‘ Ngver shall I forget tha^ .first spirit joumey in 
mist and darkness!: 1 drew near my own old home, 
a *stran^cr, an outcast, sick and lonely at heart*: 
feeling as those must feel \vli£> in the dead of nigh! 
follow the ways of sin. livery noise made me 
tremble ; I shuddered at the falling leaf. It was 
agony. Why did I not turn on my path and hie 
me Back to hell ? You trell may ask—but I was 
driven onward, ^ terrible coystraint was upon me. 
Slowly I went from place to place, every well-known 
spot acting its individual pain; I drank the‘dregs 
of memory. At last I reached the castle, on which 
the*fitful moonlight cast a spectral glimmer. 

‘ What a change ? Surely f was tjic same 1 
had always been, but there was something that 
made me .feel a stranger tv myself I Oh* for, tears 
to weep! • I spurned them in the days of life, but 
now, what would I not have given for a hcalipg 
te^r?’ Vainest* longing! I stood and trembled, 
horror-struck* as. at the sight* of a% ghost; yet 1 
’myself was the ghost—let others fear! Was ever 
such a reception 1 'fhe wind moaned in tree-tops, 
doors creaked, shadows gTided through passage.^—I 
stood listening; the dogs whined, the cattle were 
restless, my oalc favoured charger moved uneasily ’ 
in his stalL 
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‘ As a thief. I entered my ovvn ; castle* stole up 
tho staircase, £nd passed noiselessly from roomVto 
room.< Hut the place /elt forsaken, empty, and cdld. 
My children^ I m^st see thkm fir^t *• I found them 
in the swpet sleep of innocence, cradled in health-and 
beauty. t Never till that^moment had I known the! 
despair of l«ve. My eyes 'beheld them, life of my* 
life, yet mine no more. I longed to embrace thenp, 
press them to my heart,-but dared not—simply dared 
not I could bgt groan and hie me away. 1 

‘ On J went, the well-known way, to my own old 
chamber with the nuptial couch. That room is 
locked now and never entered by mortal foot—the 
room of the mystery. Overpowered with feelings 
unutterable, I lingered on'the threshold, so near to 
seeing her again, her ! 

‘ And I saw her—asleep in the arms of another, 
the arms of my former rival, the Count of Toumailles. 
I stood for a moment, rooted to the ground. How 
beautiful she was—beautiful as ever. But oh,''the 
depth of tprment! I, to whom her love had been 
pledged for ►ever and aye, forgotten, betrayed! 
“Hapless woman!” I groaned, “is it thus thou 
keepcst thy vow ? is it thus thou art loyal to my 
mpmory ?’’ 

‘ I stood clenching my fists in helpless rage, and 
gnashing my> K'cth. What could -I do? Let me 
wake het.at least; she shall see me!- And stretching 
forth my hand across the well-known bed, I laid it 
upon her uncovered shoufder. She started at the 
icy touch ; she saw me ; I must have offered an awful 
sight, for she gave a scream rousing echoes of horror, 
and lay fainting on the pillow. I vanished. 
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‘ Hut my wratjh was boundless. From that hour 
1 ^rsecu|ed her ruthlessly; when flle expected < it 
le^t the touth of my hand was* upon her. t She 
never saw me agafo, but»I think that rryide my pre¬ 
sence all the more horrible t<\ her. * At night cspcci- 
Vdly I* would be near her, \y»atching that never again 
^he might rest ip his arras. My cold hand,* forbid¬ 
ding, was between them: They went about like 
ghosts* themselves, worn anc? “harassed ; the grave 
scTmed yawning to receive them.' The time came 
wnen tfcey could not bear it any‘longer, and resolved 
tt> separate. She entered a tloister, anti tfierc my 
hand was powerless. In that peaceful retreat her 
child was born, and from him arc descended the 
presont owners of Castle liotix. 

1 My own children drooped and died. That was 
the last great sbrrow touching me in the upper 
world. I stood by their bier. That turned m >’ 
heart; *1 felt somci’hing like regret ; perhaps after all 
I hftd been too hard upon her. A dead husband is 
no husband, and has nothing to Haim ; whereas she 
was in the fulness of life, young ant! Jittbtl for joy, 
owing duty to nature and tj> the world. In volun¬ 
tary penance I resolved henceforth to watch' over 
Cyrille’s son, and his children’s children after him. 
It was a sacred vow, and I have kept it since. Tlfis, 
then, is the “cofd hand of Roux.” % 4 n unmistak¬ 
able prcscntimeiR, akin to direct revelation, informs 
me. of any^ hurtful step a member of the family 
may be about to taFe ; and then I (jannot rest in 
hell, but aty driven back to the world to interfere 
at the decisive moment With few exceptions, every, 
scion of the family, man or woman, has felt my 
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hand ; and it will be so till the |ast of theip has 

bepn gathered to his fathera , ' ^ 

‘ i^t the present moment the call Is again ugon 

me, urging, me to revisit f the $nd of the living. 

What it is that rtquire^ npy presence I cannot tell; 

but I know my time, aty,! the cold hand will' never^ 

fail of its mission.’ 

« 

Thus spoke the Coir.it; and having finished, he fell 
a prey to silence, leaving me to myself. I'expect to 
meet him again,'and doubt not that he will take 
-charge of this 'letter. But thou, my friend, hast 
nothing to fear from the cold hand of Roux. 

You cannot ask me, but the question would seem 
natural: 'Will you not return to earth yourself? il 
others arc coming, why not you ? ’ I hardly know 
what to say. It is not an impossible thought that 
I too might be driven some day to revisit the upper 
world, I say driven, for no one goes unless urged 
by an inward necessity—unmistakable and irresistible. 
Should the compelling need at any time lay hold of 
me, I should have no choice but to go. I trust it may 
never be, for jt would be adding new pangs to the 
misery I endure. I expect that the‘ author of that 
need Is none but Satan himself; for surely the Lord 
in heaven has nothing to do with it. The bare 
thought of such a possibility brings back a'l the 
horrors of death, and hope cries out, Let me never 
quit hell! ** * 0 

Stop and consider the awful poverty of hope that 
has nothing ldt but this! ., 



LETTER XVI. 


IN Italy the glories of natur$ reach their perfection* 
at eve. My mother not being much of a walker, 
Lily and I would stroll about by ourselves. Venice, 
Florence, Naples,—enchanting memories 1 Not now, 

I mean, but in the days of life. 

* Those Italian evenings‘were an indescribable 
mixture of beauty and delight; nature a vcry% cradle 
of pctlce—and pfcace speaking to my soul. For I 
had Lily with me; and no matter what scenes of 
humanity might surround us, she*and I seemed alone 
at such moments. 

The most perfect delimits I tasted aj Florence. 
We visitccj the Piazza del Gran Duca, the centre of 
life in that city. Surrounded by magnificent build¬ 
ings* the place radiant with light, you feel as though 
you had entered .some lordly hall^igantic in size, 
and of royal splendour, roofed over by the starry 
sky. 

Here you see thht aacicht palacc*with its jjrand 
medieval‘tower, which has looked down upon many 
a stormy gathering in the days of the republic, 
upon Dante too, Michael Angelo, Savonarola. In 
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front of it are two colossal statues—‘David and Her¬ 
cules. Not far distant—on the very spot./traditsjjn 
says, where SavonXrolasuffered death on the pyre,-*- 
a fountain sands ^p her sparkling je f s, guarded by 
Tritons and Fauns, and' surmounted by a figure of 
Neptune, the ruler of seat. Again, a little farther, 
stands the equestrian statue of Cosmo di Medici, cast 
in bronze, a master-work by Giambologna. On the 
opposite side a flight of steps, presided over by a 
pair of antique li&ns, leads you into the glorious 
Loggia dci I.anzi* Here, by the light of lamj!>s, you 
‘behold some of Italy’s noblest treasures of art — 
I’crscus, the Deliverer, by Benvenuto Cellini ; Judith 
and Holoferncs; Hercules and the Centaur; the 
famous marble group by Giambologna, representing 
the Rape of the Sabines ; and Ajax, with the dying 
Patroclus in his arms. In the background you see 
a number of Vestals of more than human size. These 
statues, seemingly alive and breathing in the magic 
light, cast over you a wondrous spell, holding you 
transfixed. The fadt that a collection of such price¬ 
less works o’f art can be open to the public freely— 
entrusted to that instinctive reverence for things 
beautiful to which the lowest even .... 

But fool that I am, going off into m.sthctics! 
Am I not in hell! Nay, laugh not, but pity me, for 
I could not joinpn yoilr merriment. 

So great is the power of memory ; it is upon me, 
dragging me back to scenes long dead and gone. 
Memories? wfyat are they but my life — my all! 
But they are bare of enjoyment ; they are as a cup 
of poison that will not kill, but which fills you with 
horror and unutterable despair. 
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I* was.with a/deep inward joy, lifting us as it were 
t<ythat height where reality and enchantment meet, 
tlAt Lily and I qioved slowly through that hall of 
art We hardly sJpoke!* A^id wl^pn satisfaction for 
the # moment had her fill, we Escaped to the; dimly-lit 
ar»a^es of the Palazzo dtgli Uffizi. There words 
hvould come' the charm’was broken, though its spell 
remained. How much we had. to say to one another; 
how sweet, how tender was Lily’s trustful voice! As 
hmr arm rested on mine I seemc<3 ^to hear the very 
beat of*hcr heart And what # delight to me to opert 
her mind to the treasures she had seen, to rouse new 
feelings of beauty in that waking soul, so responsive 
and so pure! 

When the shadows of night had deepened, we 
would return home' passing, the stately cathedral. 
Sfillness had settled, spreading wings of peace. 
Maria del Fiore they call this church, and trufy it is 
a fitting name. Florence means the flowering city, 
an<f this sacred pile is a very blossom of beauty in 
her midst. It needed one hundred and sixty years 
for the cathedral's stately growth. Her cujiola over¬ 
looks not .only the whole of» the town, but*thc whole 
of the radiant valley ; the splendid belfry, rich in 
sculpture, lifting its graceful front to a height,of 
three’hundred <icct. Not far from it stands that 
ancient baptistry, With its wondrous^gAte of bronze, 
•which, as Michaol Angelo said, was worthy .of being 
the gate cf Paradise. In front of it there is a 
rough-hewn stone bcnclf "there Lily would often 
rest when tired by our wanderings. There Dante 
had sat, drcaifiing about Paradise and hell, and* 
thinking of Beatrice. 
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One evening I asked Lily whichlpart of the* city 
pleased her best t 

' The Piazza is very .beautiful,’ sl>e said ; ‘ but after 
all it-is a faAoff sort of beiuty, tarrying one back 
to heathen times ; here I* feel at home, the yery 
stones breathing Christianity. The difference is very 
strange; at this place the living faith takes hold of ') 
me that, roam where you will in the world, you must 
return to the Lord for content The world with afl 
its glory cannot satisfy us as He can.’ 

‘Ah, Lily, would J could believe like you 1’ I 
cried involuntarily, pressing her hand till it must 
have pained her—I scarcely knew it. 

Suppressing an exclamation she looked at me 
with earnest surprise, sayiftg uneasily: 

‘ Oh, Philip, don’t 1 as compared to you I am but 
an ignorant child.’ 

' Yfes, Lily, but your childlike heart is the treasure 
I envy. Is it not an old blessed truth that to 
children is given what is hidden from the wfte ? 
Perhaps you can answer me a question, Lily ; it may 
be all plain to* you, though many of the great and 
learned make it a bewildering riddle. What is being 
a Christian ?’ 

, ‘ Dear Philip, what should it be but having Christ 
in your heart’ 

These wofdrof hers cut me io thei soul. L(ow 
often had I felt that it was Satan, oc at least an evil 
spirit that dwelt in me. 

‘.Yes,’ said*Lily, as if tb herself in quiet rapture, 

‘ that is it—so simple, and yet so great Him alone 
I«desire, and, having Him, I have father and mother, 
and all the world. He makes His abode with me; 
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Jiat in Him I f \ay live and move, and have my 
He alone is my Saviour, my Lord, my alL’ 
Arm softly sh'e added after a whife: ‘Lord Christ, 
let me be true tp tfjee, till thou taty; me^iome !, 

A deep silence followed *The memories of child¬ 
hood pressed around me, as*if wrestling for my heart 
I was moved 1 —unutterably moved. I fejt as'though 
the tears were rising to my’eyes, and, hushing all 
oftjer ieelings, the.one thougfit took shape: She is 
thl angel that is to lead thee back’to God. 

‘ Buf, dearest Philip,’ said Lily?, after a loqg pause,* 

1 that question could not have come from your heart; 1 
I do not understand you.’ 

I made some reply, scarcely knowing what I 
said. * I felt her arm trefnbling within mine ; she 
stopped short; we w^re standing in front of one of 
thdse little madonnas, illumined by a lamp. 

1 Let me look you in the face,’ she said. ‘ I felt as 
if some stranger were speaking to me. . . . No, I am 
surf; it is your own self—you could never change!’ 

And she laughed at her own fbolish fancy, as she 
called it 

Lily’s laughter, at any time as brightest music to 
my ears, broke the evil spell. I felt light-hearted 
again, the shadows had vanished before the health- 
giving 1 sun. , 

Never to*y6q I ’• I cried, dr&wing^tr close, ‘ and 
you are my own, little friend, so good, so true, in-' 
tended to bj a blessing to me in life and in death 1' 

» a 

I have met her again, I have met Annie 1 She 
sat apart, strangely occupied. Her long hair fqjl ■ 
about her; she was taking little shells and bits of 
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reeds out of the dripping tresses, ty Her flight gar¬ 
ment had slipped from her shoulder. Oh/ horrolS 1 
saw the brand of* shapie disfiguripg the snowy sfin. 
It w«ls a mtrk r^d as blood, and the conscience of 
blood-gujltiness raised its voice in my soul. r , 

As an open page her hteart lay revealed to my sight 
Shame and, despair dwelt - therein. But her life’l 
history was not written there. Her face, once so 
lovely, now so degraded, bore the traces of it; and 
with the brand upon her shoulder ended the terrible 
'account.. Her fcult, at first, was but this, that sfte 
loved me too fondly, trusted me too foolishly. It was 
I who had wronged her, .ruined her in return for that 
love. She had perished in the torrent of sin, carried 
from shame to shame, frond despair to despair, sinking 
at last in a watery grave. The knowledge of it was 
as a fire consuming my heart. 

I sstood gazing, unable to turn away rpy eyes, 
though the sight should kill me. But suddenly I 
felt as if my soul were rent asunder; light, as a 
bursting flame, flashed through me, leaving me 
trembling, a chill chasing the glow. A horrible 
thought had possessed one ! Those features — of 
whom did they remind me ? Fearful conviction, 

Martin resembled Annie—was as like her as a son 

<. 

may be like his mother! Had not Martin’s mother, 
moreover, bcerv*a strolling actress, who had drowned 
herself?. And Martin’s secret,—that secret which 
should make all plain between us—reconcile us,— 
was.this it? tYes, yes, I could not doubt! 

Then Martin was her child—and mine! And I 
"h,ad ruined not only her, but him, m^ child, my son 1 
This, then, was the reason why the boy had fascinated 
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me so straTigely. I I had* seen myself in him. That 
is \hy I ifetd loved him—to passion almost—in spite 
of his wild and waywajd temper! This wild— 
ay, evil nature Vas my own.^ It vhs tlfus that'God 
punfched me in him. Is # it not written *hat He 
yisds the iniquity of. the fathers upon the children 
unto the third and fourth generation ? It is terrible. 
And the worst is this—not the* mother only, but my 
ovii child ! The night of madness is not known in 
hm\, el^ that hour must have plunged me into it. 

But the doubt remained. 4 must have ft solved , 
at any cost I hastened towards her. But she, at 
my first movement, lifted hdt eyes, saw me, and fled, 
horny winging her feet. £he was gone. 

‘O for mountains to cover me, to hide me!' I 
wailed in anguish ; but there* is no hiding in hell, 
not a comer where in unseen solitude one might 
wrestle nvith one’s grief. 

I have never yet succeeded ir\ writing a letter at 
one sitting. I take pen and paper as the longing 
seizes me, and jot down what specially occupies my 
mind—tht thoughts that assail it ; then turn away, 
to continue some other time at longer or shorter 
interval. I never u r rite unless some inward neces¬ 
sity prompts me ; yet if I did not somehow court 
^that necessity, I' do not think I ev3r should write 
This will partly v explain why these letters are no 
continuous account,-but broken pictures only—a 
true mirror of myself, who am but a wreck flow, 
shattered and undone. 

I*enuvnber that of til days 1 disliked Sunday 
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most; on that day I used ’to dinl at rrfy mother’s, 
and, what I thought worse, was expected % accom¬ 
pany' her to church.’ I say worse, not because I 
disliked hearing ^sermons, tut becaifee I was never 
sure that some word rqight not rouse unpleasant 
sensations within me, followed by thoijghts which I 
preferred keeping in memory’s tomb, rather than let 
them run riot with fear and regret In the hubbub»of 
daily life it was easy to keep down serious thoughts ;• 
^but on Sundays< and at church they would b^ heai’d, 
making'me feel that < T had missed my true destiny, 
that I was not what I should have been. What was 
the use of such thoughts, since no man can undo his 
past? 

But worst of all were Communion Sundays, for 
my mother would have me attend. She was so very 
careful of proprieties, and I did not like to grieve 
her ; so I went, feeling all the time as though I were 
being dragged to the pillory. Bad as I was, I.was 
no scoffer ; I felt there was something holy, and that 
I had no part in it I would far rather not have 
partaken. The service was positively painful to me. 

I tried to'go through it unconcerned ; but this was a 
case of the spirit being stronger than the flesh. I 
knew what I was about I It took me several days 
to get over the uneasiness created* in my mind ; I 
r would shake off impressions—find ihysfelf again, Us I 
called it—in a whirl of amusement 1 

The memory of one of these Sundays is present 
with me; and why ? I see a slender girl in the 
bloom of youth, her beauty transfigured to something 
of unearthly lustre, uplifted to the spiritual I see 
her; the fair head drooping, the silky wea'th of her 
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hair*falliBg abcjdt her»as a veil. Hers is a higher 
1 j/Veline* than mere regularity of features, and there 
is that in her eye which keeps'you a prisoner to 
something above,* beyond. That)decj> gaze qf hers 
is ^dl yorship, all adoratioi^: it is herself her soul. 
But there is more ; that Smile of hers is as a ray of 
light; you ‘cannot fell Whether it hovej-s oh her lips 
^merejy or shines from her eyes ; it is there, as a beam 
fiom heaven lighting up her face. 

J That was Lily in her sixteenth year; she too is 
about* to take the sacrament.* S&c does.not do so 
lightly—I judge from the blushes on her face, front 
the heaving of her tender form. Yes; she too is 
uneasy, approaching tremblingly ; but how different 
from me! It was her Ifrst communion. 

I had risen early against jny wont; the disquietude 
of my mind would not let me rest; somehow my 
heart.would beat. I set about dressing—wtoat evil¬ 
doer was that looking at me from the glass! I w 
quite unhinged, and hastened downstairs. In t 
breakfast-room I met Lily;'she was alone a 
rather pale. . • 

‘ Wh#t is it, my chiW ?’ I said ; ‘ are you n 
well ?’ 

She smiled. Ah I that smile, it used to be m> 
.heaven. Buttwoe is me that I thought not of 3 
higher hca*en^ fdV now I am’left desolate of cither. 

‘ Yes, quiteswell,’ she said gently. And she WfeML, 
fo fetch thy mothey. f 

I stopd lost in thodfeht The etf dent emotion in 
which I had surprised her was a riddle to be solved. 
It was alwa/s a delight to me to try and understand 
Ljly’sdeepest being; and the attempt at the present 
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moment was doubly welcome. I p -eferred reading 
her.heart to looking into mine. 

My eye presently fell upon a ^little book lyii^g 
open on the rtable^ I glanced at it, and lo 1 it ex¬ 
plained the mystery I j. his is what I read : „ 

‘ In the sacrament of the Lord’s Table the Saviour 
gives H Ansel/ to the believing soul. Ft is a holy 
communion, blessed beyond utterance. The love of 
earthly bride and brideg r oom is a poor human tygj:. 
Christ is the heavehly Bridegroom, and the belicvei^s 
heart the. bride. ' The love that unites them is un¬ 
speakable, filling the soul with a foretaste of heaven’s 
perfect bliss.’ 

Now I understood, or at least guessed, what was 
passing in Lily. Her solu was moved as the soul 
of a bride at the nearness of the bridegroom to whom 
she is willing to belong. She had always loved her 
Saviour, but a new love was upon her ; never had 
jic been so happy, and never so full of disquietude, 
lie longs for Him, but is afraid ; she stands trem- 
jing, yet knows sh£ is safe with the lover of her 
>ul, and to Him alone will she give h.erself. 

You have heard of the gardens of Jericho—at any 
rate you have read of the lilies of the field, which toil 
not and do not spin, and yet are more beautiful than 
Solomon in his g'ory. * , t 

Lily and I—we used to watch these lilies grow¬ 
ing in the valley of Jericho—Lily, the fairest of 
her sisters. Ski told me a atory one evenjng as we 
walked amid the flowers. I never knew whence sne 
had her stories. I often felt as though a Higher 
Being spoke through her, even God Himself and I 
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wouIcMisten with|i kind t>f devotion, never question¬ 
ing/her \qprds, as though they w^re a reveiatidh. 
Evcti now her musical accents tremble in m/ ear, 
as I recall the st»ry*she tften ^old nte : 

man lay dying. The world vanished from 
his light, and he was left &lone with the question, 
' i|Vhither art fhou going ?*—th^at question*filling him 

with fear and trembling. 

• • * 

‘iHe lay writhing on his*bed of agony, when 

sudlcnly he beheld ten shapes dosiijg him in, cold 

and pitiless—God’s holy commandments. And one 

after another they lifted up their voice. The first 

saying, “ Unhappy man, how* many gods hast thou 

allowed to enter into thy sinful heart?" The second, 

“ How* many idols hast thofl set up in 11 is stead?" 

The third, “ How often hast thgu taken the name of 

the l.ord thy God in vain ?” The fourth, " How hast 

thou kejjt the Sabbath day, and caused others to 

keep it?” The fifth, “ Ilow hast thou honoured thy 

fathdt and mother, and those that were set in author- 

ity over thee ?” The sixth, “ How hast thou acted by 

thy brother, doing unto him as thou wouftlst he should 

do unto thej ?” And op they went, the ten of them, 

each with the-voice of judgment, confounding his soul. 

‘ And the dying man, anguished and hopeless, 

had,not a word 4.0 say. He felt convicted, and 

knew, he was <ost» ‘At last he cried- despairingly, 

“i know I have sianed, but can you not leave me to 

die irt peace ?* , , 

' And they made answef, " We cannot leave thee 

, unles# One wHl take our place, to whom you shall 

yield yourself body and soul to all eternity, abiding 

by Hisjudgment Will you do that?" 
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‘The sick man considered; he)was afraid*of the 

One even, and jiis heart, beating fee^>l)Mshookyith 
fear! Yet at last he said,“ I wguld rather have the 
Onfe judge»me, lince I caflnot answer you ten.” 

' Aad behold at his tford the dread accuser^ van¬ 
ished,,and there appealed in their stead One,*holy 
and compassionate, just 1 and forgivfng. And tfie 
dying sinner looked to Him. Death had a hold of 
him already, but he- felt the breath of life. |*H£ 
remembered ajl at once what in far-off dap hefhad 
heard *of One dying for many, recalling the holy 
lessons of his childhood at his mother’s knee, when 
she told him of the Lord that is mighty to save. He 
had forgotten it, living a life of folly and of sin ; but 
it was coming back to Him even now. And looking 
again, behold he knew Him that,stood by his side. 

1 And faith gathered strength, a smile of blessed 
trust lighting up his face ; and with dying lips he 
cried: 

‘" Let me be thine, Lord,—thine only—now and 
for ever! Have mercy on me, 0 Christ, and redeem 
my spirit!”* 

' He sank in death, but peace had, been given 
him’ 
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I REMEMBER times of true contrition in my life; not 

only when I felt cast dowfy but when I experienced 
also anguish of soul. The burden on my heart at 
such moments would almost crush me. I did see 
the nothingness .ancl wretchedness of my pursuits'; 

I felt 1 was on the road that would lead me to per¬ 
dition., I seemed to hear voices crying: ‘Return— 
ah, return while yet it is time 1’ And my soul made 
answer: '1 will return before it is too late.’ It was 

4 

not too late while such promptings urged me. The 
deep unrest within was tending toward peace. 1 
might have come fortlj a nfiw creature from the con¬ 
flict had I tut taken up the struggle with sincerity 
—but I did not; weak endeavours at best were pll. 
And sometimes*when I could not but consider my 

I « * 

sins moodilf, even sorrowfully, thoughts of levity 
* would dart through me, pushing aside the tended 
stirrings of life eteijial; an^ with renewed careless¬ 
ness I plupged deeper tfian before info the whirl of 
amusement Indeed, from my own experience, and 
from what I hive seen in others, I can testify to the 
awful trfth that an evil spirit has power over human 



204 


LETTERS FROM HELL. 


-c_— -—r- 

souls. How often some on# has formed the bfest of 
resolutions ; he has turned from sin, and & anxi|us 
to seek the way of life ; but the-tempter enters his 
heart, and life fall^ deeper than befor# 

And 4hen to say there is no devil! 

Dcv^l? Yes; it is no use mincing an awful fact 
—it is he tfho drags man to hell. There is a devilf 
and the number of demons is legion. 

But, say you,,how is it that God — the strong,- 
righteous, pitiful Gpd—allows the evil one sirji 
, terrible ■power over human souls ? Can He be the 
all-loving, all-merciful Father, if He does not snatch 
them from the destroyer fcven at the moment of their 
weakness ? 

Do you doubt God, my friend ? Was it not He 
who sent His good angels to watch the door of your 
heart j who put all that trouble and anguish into 
you ; who made you feel, and tremble at, the burden 
of your sin ? Ay, it is His Spirit who is at work in 
us when we feel yc have done wrong; when we 
long to rise to a better life. It is He who shows us 
that we can rise, if only we will ! 

But ofir will is at fault—nur sincerity. That is 
it! What God does for us even at such decisive 
moments is immeasurably more than what the devil 
can do. But to Gctf we listen not. great as His 
__ 'ove is ; we care not for the riches of grace with 
which He tries to save us; whereas the devil need but 
pipe, and we ‘straightw: y are ready to do his bidding. 

is it to be marvelled at that there is nothing left 
_ for us but to go to hell ? 

1 I have more to say ; but how shall I say it ? 
Will words not end in a wail of despair ? 
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In those hap^y days when I had Lily by my 
sid£, I oijfengave myself up to the enchanting 
thought that she was the good, angel of my life, sent 
by God’s infinite mercy,tend that /through her. His 
love # would lead* me to heaven. That vic^ of our 
relation was very sweet, <fhd often filled me with 
yie best of intentions. But if my heart was touched, 
it was but surface emotion ; I* jvas willing enough to 
^b^ed'by Lily ; but I cared not to be led to God. 

Lily’s mission, then, failed of it* object, and there 
was nolielp for me. . ' 

Since I have come to tins dreadful place my 
eyes have been opened to sec that if I had yielded 
to the strivings of grace, and had given my heart to 
God,"Lily would not havehlied in the flower of life ; 
that, on the contrary, God’s # gift of happiness was 
cofhing to me through her. 

Even in those latter days, when the shadbw of 
death was upon hir—ay, and on me too, it would 
nof have been too late. A voice now says: Had 1 
repented of my evil course—haS I turned to God 
even as a prodigal—grace was at hand, and my 
Lily would not have deft me. Death wwuld have 
dc 


been stayed, having done its work of rousing the 
sinner. God Himself would have given me I.jjy 
aryl the blessing of her love, and a new happy life 
might have fallowed. * • • 

But no. God’s means of grace could not breai^ s ' 1 
dotfm the wall I had built ab<jut my heart. I would 
not turn fyam sin. WH!it could she*do but die? 
ThAe was no other way of saving her from a life 
with me—a lift* that would have wronged her lovely ’ 
soul. Her pure-robed spirit must needs wing its 
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flight to heaven, Lily could but^die, a,nd i* was 
well that she died. . ( 

Well for her 1 * I say so with the honesty of de¬ 
spair; Hov^ I h\te myself!—ready c to dash myself 
to piecej, were it but possible. AH is fraught with 
regret wherever I turn ; *but this one thought that 
Lily wa& m^ant to be mino for*a life of happiness ij 
enough to turn all future existence into a hell of 
hells. God meant to* bless me had He but fot rid 
me worthy. Earfh might have been heaven, ana a 
•better hpavcn to come! Do you understand now 
what hell is, and the awful misery of its retribu¬ 
tion ? 

I have lately been to a ball. You know tnat I 
have always been more or less df a ladies’ man ; but 
I did not frequent ball-rooms over long. I soon got 
tired ‘Of that sort of pleasure ; perhaps I was too 
heavy—too much of an athlete, to be famous for 
dancing. In early youth, however, I loved it passion¬ 
ately—forgetting Everything, earth and heaven, in 
the whirl of ax intoxicating waltz. 

But in my riper years ] raised objections to 
dancing. I always looked at the aesthetic side of 
things. I began to urge the unbecomingness of 
going on dancing for ten, fifteen years, or mqre. 
Let people dance for two or thr<*e* years and t be 
'satisfied. The pleasure might be compared then to 
the fluttering of the butterfly amid the roses of 
spripg ; theref is fitness in that on first quitting the 
chrysalis of childhood. Let young people dance— 
' bpcoming dances that is 1 For them it is a natural 
and even beautiful pastime—an overflowi lg of the 
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exubeftncewof life < and an innocent pleasure to their 
untatight perception, 

however it wa.’j, a grand tail which I visited 
lately, and most rfaslfionaWy cdtende^. The society 
to b$ suje, was faixed, bat that also gave*a zest 
The* illumination was^perfedt, considering our state 
o^ light For' even with 4 thousand chandeliers wc 
cannot rise above a crepuscule,; the tapers emit a 
,£als# light only, making no impression whatever upon 
the reigning gloom. A good band ^was in attend¬ 
ance, but all their efforts produced no sound. .Every¬ 
thing being illusive here, music naturally is left to 
imagination. One thinks one hears, and falls to 
dancing. 

The ladies were gorgAusly attired in fashions 
representing several centuries ; it almost looked like 
a masquerade ; but these fair ones were only true, 
each to, her time. And on the other hand, an 
attempt at masking would have been poor deception, 
since all their pomp and vanity was transparent 1 
Whatever their finery, you saw the unclothed woman 
beneath—some bewitchingly beautiful? others more 
like mumnjics than ai^ythirtg else. Wc <narched 
round and round the spacious saloon, exchanging 
ladies at given times, so that one had the pleasure 
of touching hands with all th^ fair ones present, and 
forming their ticqaaihtance. 

* What a surprile! In my dining-room at home 
I had a firfe picture by a yell-known artist. It 
represented p. Roman beggar girl in life-size, thaee- 
quarter length. She is to be found in endless 
pictures, bearing dates from 1835-1842; for that 
she \^as £1 high favour as a model need scarcely 
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be said. She was’ of triife Roman blood, torn at 
T-rastevere—a fine type of Roman beaut;-—her’jface 
and'figure, her ^race and bearing, being equally admir¬ 
able. Ana 1 hcr*rags, whidh she* understood how to 
arrange in a manner so truly picturesque, .were 
scarcely less charming. ' Fashionable ladies, with all 
their gettiag up, looked pdor and insipid by the si/e 
of that beggar girl J And somehow she appealed 
proud of her rajp, and would not have exchaf^gei 
them for the most elegant attire ; for she knew tfiat 
to them she owed half her attraction, her independ¬ 
ence and liberty besides. Paolina she was called ; 
but among the strange-s at Rome she went by the 
name of la rciua dci mendicandi , the beggar queen, or 
simply La Rciua. Behoid now the original of my 
picture —La Rciua in person 1 1 

Otic evening, as I was walking through one of the 
mord’quiet streets of Rome, a young woman, hastening 
up behind me, caught my arm tremblingly, imploring 
me to protect her. It was La Rciua. Of course I 
did protect her, seeing her home ; arm in arm we 
went through the ill-lit streets, and friendliness 
seemed natural. I wa# ungenerous enough to pay 
court to her. But I did not know La Reina. 
Firmly, though gently, she refused me. And then, 
with a candour found >n Italy onlj, she explained to 
me her position! She was happy new, She said— very 
happy. Most people treated her kindly, no one dared 
think ill of her, and she was free as the* bird in the 
ain But if'she yielded,‘all that would be lost, and 
she would sink to the level of the commdn street-girl. 
So long as she could wear her rags with honour, she 
would not exchange them for the velvet akd gold of 
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a prinaess. , More*than this even she told me, though 
withftut motioning names ; she had had the most 
enticing offers, but —sia benito,Iddio —she had re- 
fused them all. «Amved at her humcle d*velling,«she 
kisse^ me^ with a frank trustfulness, as a chilc^ might, 
and *ve parted. I subsequently had her painted. 

. After somft years La •Reitia suddenly v/nished. 
Sne had risen, as she said, abov$ many a temptation 
—!)fe proud beggar girl ; but of one thing she had 
not thought, the possibility of love ! * Heaven seemed 
open ; she loved, she yielded—and happinass was 
gone. In her rags she had beln a queen—in silks 
and jewels she was but a slaye. And worse was at 
hand. She was betrayed, and cruelly disillusioned. 
Then ^11 the natural gentleness of her disposition 
forsook her; a demori awoke yistead, not shrinking 
evetf from vulgar crime. She thirsted for revenge. 
She was^still a marvel of beauty, no longer grafious, 
but majestic. With' an icy heart, yet burning in 
vindictiveness, she gathered her skirts about her, 
succeeding presently in making a fool of an old 
rake of a prince.. For a moment only*she stood at 
the height of splendour,yneteorlike, but long, enough 
to obtain th& satisfaction she craved. W r ith a crash 
it ended, and she never rose again. 

£Jow she was oice more besjde me, resting her arm 
in mine ; but *h*a* a* differenceDetween*the present 
moment and that fiar-off evening when I escorted her 
throilgh the dusky streets of Ropie. I had recognised 
her on the ^spot, and yef how she wls changed ! 
Involbntarily • my feelings shaped themselves to a 
sigh. There is do happiness but that of innocence^ 
after all! /But when I bent to her, whispering, ' La 

14 ' * 
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Reitia / Sta setnpre in ruordanzq !' sh? answered 
wkh trembling haste, as though overcome with* the 
recollection, ‘ 0 state fitto, zitto l f NclF inferno ttltt' e 
finite ! L(\gio]ti , I'incura.'.za I'&mor. 'e la spcranza !’ 

As l, was about to quit the belli, I was stopped 
by a man, to all appearance & rout of the first carder, 
addressing anc somewhat flippantly : ‘I see you ajp 
at home in this sort ,of thing ; but have you assisted 
at the ball ? That is quite another affair, rendejfn^ 
all this stupid ancl tame ; it will come round again 
presently!’ 

I did not understand his hint, nor did I care 
to ask for an explanation. But I was to find out 
before long. 

For as the time draw., near when utter darkness 
sinks upon hell, a madness of dissipation possesses 
the fashionable—a straining of all efforts to make the 
most of the respite, as it were. This rage of amuse¬ 
ment is vanity, like everything, and fruitful of pain 
only. But, nevertheless, the greed of pleasure 
abounds — plays, orgies, and immodest pastimes 
succeeding one another in a perfect whirl; all is 
forgotten, save one thing, intoxicating and stunning 
the senses. Nothing so wild, so frantic, so shame¬ 
less, but it is had recourse to at this period ; and 
he who most successfully thrown off restrain^ is 
.the hero of the day. That well-bred society t w'ith 
difficulty preserves its reputation, you may imagine ; 
for none so well-bred.but they, yield to \.he contagion 
of the ball. They only try to preserve^appearances, 
that is all 1 

" There is something remarkably likf it upon 
earth—I mean the revelry before Lijnt The 
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season of dea<? flarknegs is *our Lent, but alas it 
leacfc to no Easfcr beyond! The devil surely has 
railed up that porch by which men enter upon a 
solemn time—tjie*parniv£l of’foo^; here then we 
have it to perfection, winding' up with ttu: ball. 

Add 'what is it like, tiiis ball?—beginning in 
propriety of «course, \he Jadies all smiles, Jhc men 
lectures of ease. The danhing at first is most 
oft^rl/, following,a gently-shelling rhythm, but as 
a rising sea is its excitement, book at their eyes 
—at tlte panting mouth half-openl More tightly 
they clutch one another. . . . 

Dead darkness is at hand ; they heed it not in 
maddened whirl. Voluptuousness is all but one 
with "torment; they danc# as though a taskmaster 
drove them on to it*—the taskmaster of sin. The 
grt?ed is theirs—satisfaction alone is withheld. 

See the fair ones bereft of beauty, the g^cious 
garments draggled* and soiled! Is there a more 
awful sight th^n unwomanly woman, hollow-eyed, 
corpse - complexioned, with dishevelled hair and 
tattered clothes ? As for men — ihc wild beast 
nature is upon them. ^ * 

It is a ijiercy that darkness in the end envelops 
it all — falling suddenly — and covering, like the 
delugfc of yore, \yhat is only fit to be covered. Sec 
the end of pleasure unsanctTfied 1* The night of 
•death engulfs thyn. and what then?—what then? r 
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You are aware no dcubt, and have experienced it 
yourself, that the perfume of a flower will wake 
memories — sweet happy feelings especially; but 
slumbering passions also obey the call. If on'earth 
this may mean a kind of agonising delight, here it 
is hell! 

Dc not imagine that there are flowers in this 
place; there are none here—rone whatever—no 
growth of any kind. Even faded flQwers are of the 
earth. 0 foolish men! yours is a flower-yielding 
world, and yoij will not see that, with all its trouble 
and sorrow, it is a blesse$ abode I It is the exceed¬ 
ing love of your Father in heaven, overflowing con¬ 
tinually, which creates the flowers. Those millions 
of'perfumed blossoms are the vouchers of love eternal 
—the spark!ing t pearls'bf the cup.wfychfunneth over, 
^iven by God to man. 

Flowers below and stars above—happy are-ye 
who yet walk, in life. But ybu follow your path, 
heetfless of flowers and heedless of stars, engrossed 
.with your paltry self and its too ofter. worthless con¬ 
cerns. 0 foolish men I 
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Nfl, there is iy> blossoming here ; but it is part 
of pur tosmeut to be haunted occasionally by the 
far -.off perfume of some flower. Imagination of 
course, but all the "more ^>ot^nt is f the effect ‘The 
swe^t t intense has power* to call up, not*feelings 
merely, but visions on.\vhicfi we love to dwell—the 
spell of vanished enjoymfent. « Can you conceive it: 
the fulness of past delight retyming upon you as by 
•majic, yourself beftig a prey to death and boundless 
misery ? 

It may be a rich carnatioi^ The fragrance even 
now will speak to me of her who wore it, and of her 
glowing eyes. I succeeded* at last in being alone 
with her. She was divided between love and anger, 
I kneeling at her feet. 

Or a jasmine, of 1 intoxicating richness. In a 
summer - house, overhung with the sweet - scented 
shrub, ^ found the fair-haired beauty. My heart 
was full, and I longed to clasp her, to be drowned 
in the depth of her sea-blue eyes.*. I was spellbound, 
the dreamy influence of the flowers stealing through 
the noontide suu 

Or again, a luscjouiN helibtrope. We wtre alone 
in the gardfcn on a summer eve, a balmy twilight 
about us. I was to leave her the following morning; 
sho being tied .by ungenial ^dlock. Her beauty 
was rich as 'the* southern clime ; "her dark eya* 
mournful, but owfting a wondrous charm ; her smile 
the saddest T ever knew. She plucked one of the 
flowfrs tha*i steeped the night with fragrance ^nd 
gave it me—calling me her truest friend. But I, 
enrapture^, would fain have bound her by another 
name,! 
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Such is the language of flowers to me, coming on 
the waves of their perfume ; and the sweeter Sjich 
memories, the more .cruelly they torture the mind, 
raising pas^'on \o madness, although we are un¬ 
clothed />f all bodily sense, and there is no healing 
for the suffering soul. 

It only the strong-scented flowers that mov^ 
me so powerfully ; tl\eir gentler sisters, the violet and 
heartsease, touch me not. Yet one I may except:—^ 
an only one ; it^ also brings pain, but I bless it. I 
have often been followed of late by tender wafts as 
from a rose. It is a particular rose, and I see it even 
now. A most delicate blush suffuses its petals ; what 
colour there is might be called an ethereal glow at 
its heart; to the cursory 1 " glance it is white, but I 
know better. Lily once gave ine that rose ; that is, 

I asked her for it; I do not suppose she would have 
thought of giving it to me of her own accord. It 
was at Venice one day; we were ht St. Mark’s, stand¬ 
ing in front of that altar sacred to the Madorfna, 
with its famous Byzantine paintings. We were 
alone; a crippled beggar had just limped away, 
having called down ‘Ou. La ly’s’ blessing upon us. 
A holy feeling stole over me—holy perhaps because 
tl\e cripple had called Lily la sua sposa. She had 
not heard It, or had ppt understood it. There she 
s/ood with the fose in her hand—the n Biushing flower 
^ being a sweet image of herself. 

* Give me that rose, Lily ! ’ I said ; and she handed 
it at once, innocently. 

‘ Kiss it first,’ I said. 

She did so, and handed it back again with the 
most charming of smiles. 
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I took it, kfls5#ng it in my turn. Lily blushed 
slightly, btit noj comf^ehending in her simplicity 
whet that little ceremony might be # meant for. The 
pcrfame of this ve»y rose has been^coming to me of 
late. It seems grange. * Is «t possible, efter all* that 
theft.is* a kind of spiritual bond between blessed 
souls and th<j lost on;s here, immaterial as the breath 
•f a flower? O happy thought, let me*hotel it fast 
. fcf . aJas it has vanished . . ..transient as the wafted 
’odour hself! 

Th;tf sublime moment when the glory of Paradise 
will break through the nigj^t cannot be far now; 
it is coming, coming! I shall behold her again, and 
though it be a pang of fen thousand sorrows I 
care.noL I shall see her in heavenly beauty; . . . 
but oh, the darkness that will follow ! Yet come 
w’jat may, her picture will trot quit me. ... I sec 
it—shall always see it—radiant in bliss, though I be 
in the depth of hejl. Can it be utter damnation if 
Gpd leaves me that much of communion with one 
of His blessed 1 saints? I kn<Vv, I feel, that she 
is thinking of me as 1 think of her—loving me, 
though it be with the love of a sister. What shall 
I say—(fare I say itV Could God be i bather if 
the sister is in heaven, and the brother for ever lost 
in hall ? . . . 


I went to church the other dayT not for the fisst 
tijne ; but^I have refrained from speaking about it 
hitherto for very shame’s Sake. Indeed, I would 
ratkher hav’f kept away altogether, but one is foried to 
do a great de^l here one would prefer to leave alone. 

Be V known, then, that hell is not without a 
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church establishment, t We have eue'rything, ygu see, 
yet nothing—nothing! Y&i will understand, I can¬ 
not be speaking pf the Church, in the tnfe meariing 
of the word, tha^ is why I add j-stablishment—dis¬ 
establishment would hr; a& good a term—and of 
course tJiere is no such ^hing as a worshipping Con¬ 
gregation here, or anything like divine service. I 
can only say we go to<church. Good heavens, wh^: 
a farce 1 

There are abopt as many churches here as there c 
arc reverend geptlemen, and that is saying,a good 
cleal 1 All false and pithless ecclesiastics—all who, 
for the sake of a good living or other worldly advan¬ 
tage, have sinned against the gospel—all hirelings 
wronging the Lord’s sheep — are gathered -here. 
Now they are eaten up with a burning zeal for the 
gospel which once thej slighted, but that gospel- is 
far from them ; they are devoured now with love for 
the sheep, but there are no sheep to be tended.' They 
build churches upon churches, preaching morning, 
noon, and night; bjtt never a word of God’s passes 
their lips. If the word of grace were yet within 
their reach, they and their listeners ihight be saved. 
But their stewardship is over and the mysteries are 
taken from them. Yet are they driven-i-driven to 
preach, for ever seeking the one pearl they so griev¬ 
ously neglected. ^ ■* .. 

,,-And so are the people—seeking I mean;—but 
not finding. Hell is full of professing t Christians. 
This may soupd strange!; but it is true nevertheless, 
since 1 all the thousands are here to whom Cnristian.’ty 
in life was but an outward thing—a habit, or even 
a mask, hiding an unconverted heart; a.l those 



LETTERS FROM HELL si? 

-_*-- « - 

who^having heald the jnessige of salvation, listened 
to «t complacently, but never strove to make sure 
of* it for* themselves—merely pliying with-God’s 
trufh, as it werf, filing §way in th£ tinje of tegipta- 
tion. They ara hungering*and thirsting now for 
the* wort! once despised, but it is passed away for 
ever. They, know it, fey some of them have been 
St their hopeless endeavour for years and centuries 
n©y ; “but they cannot resist.locking to the wbuld- 
*be churches, listening anxiously 'to ministers that 
cannot minister. 

The churches consequentl/are full to overflowing, 
but you always find room ; for a spirit, a shade, can 
squeeze in anywhere. There is no need, therefore, 
to take a pew, or pay for*it either, as you do upon 
earth, where the rich'command the best places, be it 
at the theatre or dt the churcfi. That is one advan¬ 
tage we have over you. 

At ah evening party the other day I met a certain 

Rov. Mr. T--. I had nearly given his name, but 

that is against my principles. Who should he be 
but an old acquaintance of former years 1 I remem¬ 
ber him well, a fashionable .parson of the .kind the 
world apprqves of—gentlemanly and easy-going in 
word and deed. Shaking hands on leaving, he sajd 
lightly: ‘I shall.be glad to^preach to ypu if you’ll 
come. I have•bpilt a churcnin Sansaality Square 
r-queef name, aip’t it ?—anybody can show you the 
way—just at the top of Infirmity Street I’ve con¬ 
cocted a grand sermon# for next Sdnday ; you’d 
better come/* What could I do but go. I might as 
well listen to my old acquaintance as to any oth<y • 
pretender of the cloth. 
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I found the church *in Squire indicate^. I 
wa$ late, coming in upon the singing ; but,'ye angels, 
what .singing ! instead of saintly hymns? the mbst 
horrible son"s I A-er Heard—the |fati^ral utterandh of 
the people’s own thoughts. The congregation was 
exceedingly fashionable, of irreproachable "bttxt^de. 
But oldvmen, apparently frowned with honour— 
young women wearing innocence as a garment 
—joined in that sha'rtjeless performance. Par^its 
encouraged their* children, husbands their' wives,* 
• dnabashed. AISs! *and no sooner had I entered, 

' than I was no better tHan the rest; having come to 
sing praises, my evil thoughts bubbled over, and I 
desecrated good intention with ribald song. 

It ceased. The parson appeared in his pulpit 
with an assumption of sanctity quite edifying—but 
fora moment only, then his beautiflil expression gave 
way k) a deplorable grin. It was with difficulty 
apparently that he reined in his feelings, and looked 
serious and sanctimpnious again as l)e began : 

1 My worshipping friends . . .’ a proper begin¬ 
ning, no doubt, and I am sure he meant his very 
best—prpceeding vigorously (pr quite half an hour, 

I should say, opening and shutting his ihouth with 
the most frightful grimaces, though never a word 
came forth. He seemed to be awa^e of it and made 
desperate effort* at ffoquence ;• pj;e»oi|tly he began 
'again : 

‘My worshipping friends . . . and,now he.ap- 
pcajed to be 1 in high water, dhshing and splashing 
and floundering along, quite drenching the congiega- 
tjon with his fluency ; but never a thought he gave 
them, and the most shallow of his listened resented 
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it presently. Ha was ^ist binding up his rhetoric 
whCn there was fen outburst of laughter ; he stopped 
short, open-mouthed, and, like a'poodle that had 
hatf a ducking, .shamefacedly slunl/down his Qulpit 
stair. 

Jt bould tell more, but let me cast a vei? over it. 
1 left the place heav^-hearted. 

Is there anything worse than to pretend to be 
'ftfeig’bcing dead.—dead ! 


SETTER XIX. 


' The sweeter memories'are in themselves, the greater 
their bitterness in hell, is it not strange ? nay, it is 
dreadful. I am a prey to despair, not that despair 
which finds an outlet in i«*.ving madness—there is 
life in that—but a kind of apathy which is the sister 
of death. Despair is one’s daily bread here; it' is 
in us, ft is about us. 

i 

Absorbed at times—closing my eyes I had almost 
said, but it is no use doing that here—withdrawihg 
within myself, however, I have the strangest fancies 
and imaginingsr 

The other day I believed'myself carried away 
into a wood. It was one of those wondrous May- 
days when spring bursts to life not only in nature, 
but in the heart as well, But the delights of spring 
are never so pur$ the human soul is nevdV so uplifted, 
as in some genial forest-glade. • 

The joyful carols of /the feathered songsters fouhd 
an eeho in my heart; I feft ready to join in their 
thanksgiving. The rich fragrance of thef wood was 
■about me, sinking into my soul, when suddenly I 
heard Lily’s voice somewhere between the trees. 
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^started—slkken jut of my dreamful delight 
0 eruelty—wheie am I ? There are no birds here, 
no woodlAid enchantment, no love*that might call! 

We had taken a house 'one summer amid the 
scenery bf the lake epuntsy. There were Splendid 
woods about.us. My mpther had provided herself 
#ith companionship, so that 1 could folfow my own 
bti»t whenever I c^hose. / * 

* Oftin in the early rjorning I* would take Lily 
for a row, landing now here, no\f thfere, to spend the . 
day, gipsy-fashion, amid the wifcdy glens. I delighted * 
at such times in having escaped from the world and 
its pleasures; what sort of renunciation that was you 
will feadily understand. *1 was nowise prepared to 
give up the world in*order to gain heaven. I merely 
fel> nauseated with the excess, young as I was, and 
glad to turn my back upon it for a time ; but not 
longing'for anything better or higher. 

•Lily too de^ghted in buryipg herself in nature, 
as she called it. And aimlessly we would wander 
about the livelong day, stopping where the fancy 
took us, and procecding’agayi to look for other spots 
of enchanfipenL Now and then we would come 
upon a hut where frugal fare was obtainable ; or 
we took with u^ what might satisfy sijnple need. 
Let us live likft children of tRe woed, *ve said, and 
did so. * 

Lily might be about twelve years at the time. 
My mother .rather objected to our uncivilised ropm- 
> mgs’; but meeting my opposition, she contented 
herself wi^h the.final injunction, ‘ See that Lily do^p • 
not get too wild.’ Wild, sweet dove 1—how should she? 
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Lily’s company wa£ as refreshing to me a& the 
dewy fragrance of the landscape. ' In those* getiial 
days -the gracioifsness of her being unfolded, and 
I felt a chijd \&th her. , How she could la\igh 

and chatter, delight in a nothing, and call up 
the echoes! How easj and free and chatr&ng 
was hei' eyery movement! She must look into 
everything, peeping now here, now there, finding 
surprises everywhere. Hers was a marvellous ^fft 
of understanding 1 the litt’e mysteries of nature. 
The lea§t and most hidden escaped not het notice. 
Where others passed heedless, she perceived wonders. 
It seemed as if nature delighted in opening her secret 
beauty to the pure-eyed child. The nimble deer 
came forth from the covco and looked at her 1 with 
trustful gaze—turning and looking again, as though 
inviting her to follow. The sly fox would quit his 
lair, Seeking mice and beetles for his supper, un¬ 
troubled by her presence, but giving her a furtive 
squint now and then, as if to keep her in sight. The 
birds chirped at hbr merrily, or, half hiding in the 
leafy bowers, -warbled down upon her their most 
gleeful song—others runaing rrlong the lichened boles, 
as if to show off their special art. The little squirrels, 
hipping from bough to bough, would follow her about 
the wood. • Rare plants and flowers seemed to grow 
Jjeneath her footetep ; they were-there -at least when¬ 
ever she looked for them. Everything enchanting 
her added to her charms ; as the fairy of the place 
she-appeared* in her sylphlike loveliness, with those 
eyes that welled over with a light touched by sadness, 
?nd that smile that spoke of sunbeams { sparkling 
through rain. 
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We wquld cimp t#neatfi some tree at times, 
gathering # sticks* and fir-cones for a fire, by way of 
preparing for a ipeal. This,don%, I would-leave 
Lily to her owa dwvices^ancj how # proyd she \\4as of 
her, assumed dignity 1 We quite feasted on such 
xcms'ons ; never did J enjby grandest dinner more. 

£ would calllier my fittl# wif^ as I watched* her busy 
rontrivances, and truly all thosp nameless graces were 
iiefs wjth which tendercst woman will flit round the 
object of her care. 

Having enjoyed our gipsy mcaf, she wquld reiffl • 
to me, and sometimes I yiemed to courting sleep ;* 
then she would watch by me, keeping the buzzing 
flics from disturbing my slumbers ; and on waking, 
the first thing I grew conucious of were those radiant 
stars—her faithful cl r es. 

At other times I would read by myself, or pre¬ 
tend tp read, listening to that mysterious rBstlc in 
the tree-tops whiclf is as of distant water, and to the 
many sounds that break upon, the stillness of the 
wood, making it more solemn by*contrast. Lily then 
would roam about by herself, newer unoccupied. 
Innumerable were the WKaths she made and the 
nosegays she gathered ; or she would return rich 
with spoils, bringing leaves full of berries, red and 
ripe. But she ‘never was put of the *each of my 
voice. # Life'seetne*d a perfect idyl.* • 

One day—were just saying that we ought to 
know the #oods by.heart n»w—having gone rather 
farther thati usual, we crftne upon a litfle house 1 had 
cause to remember, though I had chosen to forget • 
it, covered with clematis and roses,—the charmjpg 
lodge where I had met Annie. I started, horror- 
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struck, trembling, and' no /loubt lwhite t as de&th, 
frightening poor little Lily dreadflilly. Jhe’ arfxi- 
ously.inquired what ailed me; but not till some 
minuses had elapled had I, recovered sufficiently to 
pretend to answer her questions, dragging her away 
with me hastily. What explanation I gave fle* I 
know not; I only remember 'that all"that day I 
could not look her in the eyes again. How she* 
paindd me with her tender inquiries-, her loving' s>$rf-, 
pathy—little guessing, poo* child, what a frightful 
•nTemory she kept'hovering about in her innocence— 
'little thinking that the sV:lf-same demon that betrayed 
Annie in a measure was threatening her, and that I, 
her friend, her only companion, was both master and 
slave of that demon ! c 

We continued our roamings, extending them 
farther still—for I could not rest—but delight there 
was none. Poor little Lily, she had set out full of 
hopes of pleasure, and found nothing but dulness 
and dispiritedness; she was ready to sink with fatigde, 
but I saw it not. * 

Toward evening a storm broke, and as we neared 
the lake we found it ones seething mass of boiling 
waters. I dared not risk the child in the boat, so 
nothing remained but to follow the path by the 
shore, the distance to ,the house, fortunately', not 
being beyond •possibilities. But Lily w&s tired out. 
Tfie storm spirit flapped his angry tvings about us. 

I wrapped her in a cloak, saying I would* carry he,*- 
homo She assured me she'was able to \^alk ; but 
*no, I would carry her 

* ,.And how light was the burden f how ( doubly 
dear I I felt as if I could walk oo thus to the e;nds 
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of tHfc.world. flooding Ijpr clAse I went on steadily, 
havi/lg couple *of miles before me. The stormy 
clouds were driving overhead, the nfin kept beating 
about me ; but I, caged n^t, rneeting«forcj with force. 
How touching was Lily’s.anxiety lest she should 
prove froflblesome ; anc^ finding that I was fuTly bent 
on carrying hor home, how; sweetly she wouldrsct her- 
srff to repay me, whispering words of loving grati- 
tudefa^if thereby .to lessen t]fe burden! I almost 
forgot A*nnic for present e*ichantmdit. But even at 
that timfc I could not shut out profaning famjy ; my* 
thoughts before long reverted Ao the carrying off of 
the Sabines in the Loggia ^ci Lanzi at Florence. 

I was ashamed of the comparison, and tried to turn 
from It by an effort of wiil ; so, partly to punish 
myself for the unworthy image, partly also to amuse 
Lil>* I called up another picture, which, I hoped, 
was more in harmony with the occasion—the*story 
of Christophorus carrying the Holy Child. I told 
Lily the legend pf the powerful .heathen who, con¬ 
scious of his strength, would sdVve none but the 
greatest, and wfyo, from kings and «mjKTors, was 
directed at last to Christ .crucified. Seeking for 
Him vainly’the worfd over, he dwelt at last by the 
side of a tempestuous torrent, satisfied to carry pil- 
grirps Across. Y<;ars had passed, when .one night 
he heard the enfliag of a child, and lifted it upon hi^ 
mighty ‘shoulder, 4he burden growing and growing 
till^fce nearljabroke down in thf river. Yet, reaching 
the other shfre, the wonderful child said to the hoary 
* giant?: ‘ Thoa shalt be called Christophorus, for thou 
hast borne; thy Lord !’ And the heathen knew Hinj 
and suffered himself to be baptized. 

iS 
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My story had roiked JLily to sleep, IW arm 
was about my neck, her warm chetik resting’ against 
mine. In silenfce I walked along. 

But the ( legend had left an impression on my own 
heart The figure of the Saviour had risen Ijefore 
me ; I seemed conscious ofj His holy presence. I 
had not thought of Him for many a day. But buried 
out of sight though the faith of childhood was, it hid 
not" yet died ; it was'welling up even now fronf thp 
dark depth of thy heart, followed by recollections, 
'some bitter, some sweet—the bitter ones abounding, 
hiding their head in ^hame. What a weight of sin 
had I not heaped upon, me in the few years of life I 
called mine. And the deepest guilt of all was that 
against Annie. » 

The sleeping child grew heavier and heavier; but 
I seemed bearing a burden of sin. 

With uncertain footstep I staggered onward 
through the darksome night. The storm increased, 
lashing the waves.and hurling tham in masses of 
curdled foam agafnst the rocky shore. More than 
once I felt water about my feet, as though the 
maddened lake had risen to drag me down. But on 
I went, heaving and panting, the cold dews breaking 
from every pore. It was not so much the physical 
powers, aa the strength of soul giving way. I 
experienced “a weight of wretchedness never known 
before. Tortured by regret and dear—by an utter 
contempt, moreover, of self—I had reached for opce 
a frame of mind that might enable me to turn upon 
the miserable I, and become a new creatiire perchance. v 
* Who knows but that I was near the blesaxl victory, 
when lo! there was the light from my mother’* 
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witfciow appearing through the darkness and dispel¬ 
ling my thoughts. It was all gone—grief and regret 
and emotion. Woyld that th.e house had been A little 
farther, and the time g?#ne4 migh't hr*ve defrauded 
heil^of its prey ! % ' s 

ibid and shivering I Entered the well-lit room, 

leaving outside the chastened ifeelings tint Had come 

4b me In the troubled night, And finding rr\yse1f 

.ofiie more in the cosy chamber, I breathed with a 
9 • $ 
great sense of relief. 

Ancf now Lily was waking from hor sleep. 
'What a beautiful dream!' s>fie whispered, with half 
opening eyes, as 1 dropped a. kiss on her forehead by 
way of bidding her good-night They were carrying 
her to bed. • 

The following mo'rning shp told me her dream : 

* I thought I was standing by the side of a river. 
And presently I saw St Christophorus coming 
towards me with tHte Christ-Child upon his shoulder. 
He stopped, and the Child sat down by me; we 
played with grasses and flowers, singing songs, and 
I felt very happy. But.the big Christophorus looked 
down upon us, leanjn^on Ms staff. 

‘ We twined the flowers into wreaths, but the 
Child could do more than I. It made a cross, ayd 
thqn a'crown of thorns, putting.that upon Mis templet 
There were \iny t'ed flowers bet\0ecrf the stall**, 
•hanging loosely t>ver the forehead, and reminding 
ori/ of drojte of bloyd. And presently the Christ- 
Child said We will thftik of something else; Ibok 
me In the fa’ce—what is it you see?” I looked and 
seemed t<* behdld, firstly, the Sower thattwent forth 
to sow; then the good Samaritan, and u't was at 
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though I heard Him *speaV. Arfa next I sat/ the 
Good Shepherd carrying the lamb ill HisJ>osom. I 
dare Say I might have seen more .had not a question 
come to me.* “ fs it trve," d asked, * that men could 
be so wjcked as to hang Thee uporf the Cross, pierc¬ 
ing Thy side with a speaT?” * 1 

YeV. said the Christ, ‘^sce herb My hands, 
and see My side!” .The marks were red as bloocl, 

• J | |j 

and I cried bitterly. •“ Weep not, little Lily,” Said 
He ; “I do not ( feel t it now 1 ; the love of my Father 
in heavan, and the loye of my brothers ancl sisters 
upon earth, have made* up for it long ago.” 

‘ We had been silent awhile, when the Christ- 
Child resumed : “ Would you not like to be carried 
a little by this kind Christophorus ? he does it so 
gently. Where would„you like hi,m to take you ?” 

‘ “ Well,” I said, scarcely considering, “ I always 
had a longing for the Holy Land. But that is 
a long way off, and I should have to, leave Thee 
here.” • 

4 

‘ “ No, Lily, it is not nearly so far as you think,” 
replied the Christ, “ and you and I will never part 
You will find me there rf youTike to go.”, 

‘ I rose, and Christophorus took me upon his 
shoulder, carrying me far, far away. By day he 
followed a'bright red cloud, by night a shining sfar. 

was the star <5f Bethlehem. Thfough maqy lands 
we went, hearing tongues I understood not, passing’ 
mountains ajjd rivers 'and lakes, and g<Mng over ; the 
greit sea at last. There*was no lam# to be seen 
now, and the waves rose high as mountains. I 
grew afrai 1 lest we should never get throtfgh. But 
good Chri.tophorus said : “ Fear not, little child ; I 
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havkborne my dqar Loi^I ChHst; I shall not fail to 
carfy thee/’ > * 

' And aYter many days we reached the other shore 
—if was the hjolyi Lantj. On he* walked, wit!) his 
staff in his hand and me upon his shoulder, past 
Jerusalem, the white jvalls* of which lay sparkling 
in the sunshine—the* royal cify looking as*i>eautiful 
everlshe could have been in the days of yore, 
fifth ct still—not. far—and .fie stopped in a Tittle 
town nestling amid her hills. Hctc the star stood 
still. It was Bethlehem. 

‘ Christophorus put me dftwn before a humble 
inn. 

• 

‘The door opened, and, behold, the Holy Child 
was fliere, taking me by flic hand and leading me 
in. “ There is only* a manger here, little Idly, to 
make thee welcome. But one day, when thou art 
weary’ of life, I will take thee to a mansion abfcvc.” 

‘And the Chriat-Child drew me close—oh so 
lovingly—close,, quite close, and .kissed me. . . . 

‘ I awoke ; we had just reached home. Ah, 
Philip, I would,have liked to go on dreaming for 
ever! ’ * • 

‘ Well, little sis’ter,’ I said gaily, ’ 1 think you 
might be satisfied. Haven’t you been to Bethlehem 
anjl b&ck, and se«n no end yf wonders one short 
hour ? What £cuk! you expect more ?* 

• ‘Ye*s,’she sa>*i thoughtfully, ‘you are right, 
oij^ht to bersatisfied till Chpjst bids me welcome in 
His mansiefi above.' 
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I HAD been seeking for Annie too long already, not 
to have all but given lip the hope of ever meeting 
her again. She seemed utterly vanished. But hell 
is large, and its inhabitants', are not to be numbered. 

Inquiry for her quite unsettled my mode of life. 
I was but a vagabond, travelling hither and thitner, 
driven onward by a gnawing need. There was a 
fire within me, and I thirsted ; living man—no, not 
the parched wanderer in the desert ever knew such 
agony—thirsted for Annie, though I knew she was 
but as a broken cistern that can hold no water, 
and unable, therefore, tc sootiie my pain. She had 
lost that privilege of womanhood in life even—how 
much more so in hell. No; Annie could not quench 
my thirst j In vain she.keeps wringing her garments, 
her once glorious hair; it is’ wet and dripping, 
though never a drop of water sho.wrings out of it 
But she carries that about with her which wcqld 
solve a terrible mystery. That is why I nm driven to 
seek her—jinking and dreaming of her as I once did 
in life, whrn the red glow coursed throughly veins, 
and I savt in her but a flower in the vast realm of 
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natdre, unfoldin*g ^ier beauty (for my selfish delight 
Butfio\fr difrerentaiow 1 ft was not love thatdrew me— 
but the dr£ad longing to read in her face concerning 
that* awful likeijes/, which hdcf flashed through my 
conscience on meeting hef. before* It w&s more than 
a pussenfiment then—jt segmed an assurance ;• still 
I wanted proof to determine between drjubt and 
cfertaintt. She—she alone could be the Witness that 
jAfed fny guilt l}er features.h'ad spoken; but by her 
mouth alone could I finally be convicted. Yet, even 
thought found her, could I hops: tef hear her voicei 
My heart misgave me—but ffhdeavour to find her I < 
must 

At last, after many days, the desire seemed 
realised. I came upon,her sitting by the river, 
motionless, and gazing into the turbid flow, as though 
abchit to seek death in its*embrace. Hell, after 
all, at times offers what is akin to satisfactivi: for 
a moment I forgot, self and everything beside me, 
anxious only to.approach her. y\s a gliding shadow 
I moved forward, scarcely to bo> distinguished from 
the crawling mists that haunt thos<i banks of dark¬ 
ness. 

I was * {ible to’ watch her leisurely, though in 
fevered anguish and with trembling soul, examining 
h<y countenance,and questioning her every featilre. 

It was all pfcih .and suffering to jne , but I forced 
• myself to the ta^Jc, and the result was utterly stift- 
lipfj, an effort of the will pnly keeping me from 
jumping t« my feet* How could I *have belyeved 
Martin to be her very image 1 There was a likeness 
certainly'but not more than might be njerely casual.. 

It was the first time that I experienc'd anything 
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like relief in hell—strange that it came to me bf the 
side of that ominous river 1 A feelfng of corfifoft all 
but superseded the pain of inquiry. 

My eyes devouring her greedily, yielded ’con¬ 
viction. N§—hers was no likeness to Martin that 
need trouble me. But there was a likeness*— to 
whom ? 

My satisfaction was shortlived, alasl (A nefr 
horitsr laid hold of me, clutching my even? ffc?e % 
What could it be? Doybt pursued by certainty 
darting through’me 1 —I saw it—Yes! Yes! Annie 
' was not like Martin ; she was like that girl loved by 
Martin, who had been the last object of my earthly 
desires,—whom I had lifted from poverty, but who had 
preferred poverty with Martin to a palace with 'me! 

It must be so—the more I gazed the more certain 
I seemed. This then was Martin’s secret that should 
have made all straight between us—that girl my 
daughter, and he, Martin, my sob ! 

I shook with horror; again the words kept ring¬ 
ing in my brain that the sins of the fathers shall be 
visited upon thf children. That girl my child ! So 
near had I been to commit a crime at which vice 
itself shrinks back appalled. My own daughter 1 
Oh heavens of mercy, where indeed shall the conse¬ 
quences of gin find their limit ? , 

Unutterable anguish laid hold- oS me* There she 
s&t, pale, gloomy—a very image obpitiless fate. A* 
few words of hers woujd have sufficed to dispel vhe 
misqry of susjjecting doubts i 

But not, a word she had for me ; her soul and 
. mine were, utterly apart The time was when she 
followed m:, though I took her to the road of hell. 
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Nd» she turned| from me, And had I been able to 

shdw ’her* the way to Paradise, I believe she wpuld 

have southed me with loathing. 

* 

My life seems one mass of darkness^ but I see in 
nupierable lights—scyne iicavcnly, some Earthly— 
illumining the glootn. , It js more especially the 
tountlass proofs of God’s fatherly goodness I call to 
iftitid , like star$ I see thf^fti shining through the 
night of my sinful folly.# • 

I sic now how often God whs n’car me, how ofttfn 
His hand was upon me to sthp me in tire downward* 
course; to warn me, move # me, draw me to Him in 
unutterable mercy, flow tender, how faithful, how 
long*-suffering was He it* His dealings with me, fol¬ 
lowing me in pity ali the days of my life—as, indeed 
114 follows all men. Oh, think of it my brothers, 
my sisters, ye, whose eyes are not yet closed i* death. 
He is following you, loving you daily, continually I 
Hat I spurned Jhe touch of tha^ hand, not caring for 
His love, and I am lost now, having my portion with 
the ungodly in the place of wailing .and gnashing of 
teeth. • • 

• I coul<3,not but* be moved sometimes. The hand 
reaching down from heaven was too plainly to be 
fejt; ‘the blessings it spread^about my figth were too 
great for c\fcd me* to disregard tUem.* There were 
• times when I fclfc I ought to kiss that hand of mercy, 
pj/iring ou* tears of repentant gratitude. My heart 
would be softened and »tirred to the <3cpth. If sor¬ 
row for sin was w’eak, yet resolutions to m|nd my ways 
seemed «trong, and I believed I should Viever agtgn 
forget how good the Lord had been. 
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But forget I did, losing si^ht of everything—jl#ve, 
gratitude, benefit, and resolve—ay, qf God* Himself! 
Nor, was it merer forgetting—no, I cared *not to re- 
memjser; turning away so fully,,tha| when trouble 
once more overtook me, l' never even thought of 
Him*wh6 had helped me and pitied me before.* * 

Yes, let me confess ( it loydly, it is not the fault oj 
God that I did not come forth from earth’s besetting 
dangers a redeemed ah\J blessed so^ul! 

The parable of*the Good,Shepherd giving His life 
. fer the sheep, hotv simple it is, and how it speaks to 
• the heart ? And that ldve is not only for the flock as a 
whole, but for each individual sheep—ever leaving 
the ninety and nine to go after that which is gone 
astray. And how tenderly will He seek for it,«and, 
if so be that He find it, carry it *home rejoicing I 
Yes, I feel it now, if I did not feel it then, that 
all through my sinful life there was One seeking me 
in sorrow and in hope, ay—and finding me aghin and 
again ! But I wouljl not stay in the t fold, preferring 
my own dark ways to His watchful guidance I 
would not, and Jo, I am lost! 

I never was visited by serious illness after that first 
trouble at theoutsetof manhoodtilfthc daysof myfinal 
agony ; but I once suffered from inflammation of the 
eyis, which necessitated my abiding/or several weeks 
in a darkened rc*>m. ‘l'hat was -a time of misery— 
not merely a trial to patience, but pimply awful. I, 
gained a pretty clear idfa of the signal ,punishm^it 
infliqted by th4 solitary-confinembnt systerp in prisons. 
To a heart burdened with evil recollections there tan 
be no great y misery than solitude. Days a®d nights 
were crawling past alike in gloom ; and it seemed to 
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me'not only th*at t darkr^ss itielf increased, but that 
I vAs ingulfed hy it more and more. And yet that 
darkness v?as but a feeble foretaste »of the night en¬ 
closing me here,; I*,thou^ht ^ fearful then ; it ^ould 
be mercy now. . 

2 *hacl plenty of sq-calied friends, but Sbmehow 
not many cared to vteit jne ; yt was not peasant, I 
Aippose| to share my confinement and listen to my 
^iteftiafgrumblingi. .* 

So 1 was left alone fo» the most part Alone ?— 
nay, I had company. My betffer &lf had a chance 
now of being heard. I had*forgotten it, neglected * 
it, banished it for years. Byt it had found me out, 
seizing upon my lonelipess to confront me, darkness 
not being an obstacle. S I disliked it exceedingly, 
yet what could I do but listen. It had come to 
upbraid me, contending with me, and left me no 
peace. 

There are two stives in every man, never at unity 
with one another, although tjieirs is a brother 
hood closer than that of Castor tand Pollux of old ; 
striving continuously, not because love is wanting, 
but because contention is.their very nature. That 
duality in*man is the outcome of sin. If he could 
be saved from if, sin with all its consequences would 
cefise'to enthral .him, And # *thcre is a yelcase, as 1 
found out id \bose darkened days. *We wrestled 
• without a hope of conciliation. There is not a more 
s^/!r-necked*or inflexible being than what is called 
the better Self. No£ one iota would it yield ; but I 
was to gite up everything, should Itrip myself 
entirely to the death even of self. But I would npt, 
and perhaps I could not 
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Yes I could, if I tfouldj! Fo* presently I 'per- 
ceiyed that we were not two but th»ee; two warding, 
and a third one*trying to mediate in earnest love. 

I copld oppose the better self, b*it yim I dared not 
contradict. *1 felt it too plainly that He was right, 
and that through Him orriy I.could be at peacfc with 
myself ajjd begin a npw life. °I knewnvho He was, 
the one Mediator, not only between me r(nd thlt 
othef self, but betweeri me and the righteous uoft- 5 -* 
the only-begotten‘Son, one* born in the flesh. 

* In those day§ I ifras His prisoner. There® was no 
escaping in the dark fcorner in which He faced me 
—the Good Shepherd had found the wandering 
sheep, His arms were about me, and He was ready 
to take me home. But the willingness was only oft His 
side ; I cared not, suffering Him with a negative 
emdurance merely, and not wanting to be kept fast. 
There "was something within me waiting but for 
opportunity to break away from the Shepherd’s 
hold. , • 

Nor was opportunity wanting ; it is ever at hand 
when looked far by perversity. The evil one had 
nowise yielded his part in itie, and required but 
little effort to assert it. 

He invented an amusement that needed no light 
One of my friends was his messenger, and I received 
him open-armed.- as a very liberator/ Delightful 
pastime—that game of hazard—that could be played 1 
in the dark! *• ' 

We playeef, my friend and I—no, the “enemy and 
myself; for 1 my companion was no othfer than the 
prince of darkness ; the stakes—I knew it not then, 
but I knrnl it now—being nothing less than my 
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soul’s* salvation. *With ^uch %n expert I could of 
couAe hot coippote ; he won—I lost 

f remember # gjorious e^eni^g on the Mecyter- 
ranean. The day had bean sultry, but towards sun¬ 
set a 'gentle wind ha<^ risan ; a cool air from* the 
north-west, fresh and balmy, fanned the dock. The 
wfeves rpse and sank in even cadence, tlieir silvery 
frtAs Sparkling far and wide? A playful troo'p of 
dolphins gamboled round* the vessel, 

Thebun had just dipped his* radiant front in the 
cooling waters ; dashes of golft, amid a deeper glow ' 
of purple and red, burned jn the western horizon, 
beyond the Ionian sea, enhancing an aspect of un- 
utterSble loveliness. To«our left was the splendid 
island of Cythera, afid, rising beyond it, with clear 
outHnes and deepening shadows, the majestic hills of 
Maina, where Sparta was of old. To our right the 
beauteous Candia, with the heaven-kissing Ida, the 
snSwy summit of which was even now blushing in a 
rapture of parting light. * 

Lily sat silent and almost motionless, leaning 
against the bulwark, Ifcr hasds pressed to her bosom, 
gazing absently toward the coast of Morea. The 
wind played caressingly with a curl of her silky hair. 

I ,kn4w not what to adnjtre most, the glorious 
panorama, or*t1i<? gfrlish figure that* formed so lovely 
a centre. My ayes rested on her, drinking in her 
b^Auty—haf! what was that ?» Uneasily she breathed, 
her # chest heaving, her Cace turned to ane with an 
expression bf anguished distress. I saw that flush 
and pallbr strove for the mastery in h\r face, agd 
that her spirit battled against some unknfcwn foe. 
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‘What is it, Lily?*'I cripd, repressing # emotion. 

«* I know not,’ she said, with a froiibled sigh * ‘ 1 
felt a horrible 'Weight on my ?oul. I?ut be not 
anxious, my friend, it « gone already.’ 

And, indeed she looked herself again. I ^ook 
her hand, and we sat side by .side, not talking.* «The 
night descended slowly— a>. night of paradise. The 
land disappeared in folds of gray, the si^pmit £>f 
Ida only preserving a faint flush, and the da?kefiihg 
dome above shohe forth’in myriads of sparkling 
lights. , " 

‘.What are you thinking of, Lily?’ I asked, 
presently closing my hand on hers. 

‘ Shall I tell you, Philip ?.’ she responded softly, 
looking me full in the faoc. ‘ I just remembered a 
little story ; would you like to hear it?’ And she 
began : 

‘ Tnere was a poor man whose pious parents left 
him no heritage save an honest name and a good, 
God-loving heart; now although in this he had 
riches without measure, yet the world accounted him 
poor. 

‘ It went well with him at tirst, but by degrees he 
tasted trouble. He lost the small fortune he had 
succeeded in saving by dint of work. And the 
people pointed to him r saying : “ P*or wretch !” _ 

“* No, not poor,” he said ; “ God is* my portion P 
* But misfortune pursued him. < Most of his so- 
called friends turned their back on hirti, and those 
ever, whom, he had trusted most, proved faithless. 
He was deceived, calumniated, misjudged. 

, 1 And people shook their heads saying: “ How 
wretched (jnd miserable you are, to be sure 1" 
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'.“No," he said, thoygh Ms voice trembled, “not 
wrltched, for G*d is my portion!” « 

‘But fhe greatest trouble,of ill now laid him 
lovtf ; he lost his losing wife, an<j soon after his*only 
child. The suffering m^n stood alone in a, heartless 
world..* , • ** * 

‘ Again the people said, shrugging thej&shoulders: 
»Surely now you will own yourself miserable and 
.tfrbtched, a very butt of trouble 1” 

fto," he cried, repressing *thc welling tears, 
“God k yet my portion !’’ 

‘ And the people turned fFom him, saying he was 
singular and strange, and, nicknaming him John 
Comfort m virtue of hjs peculiarity. 

‘tlut he, truly, was ncjt wretched, nor indeed for¬ 
saken. The last wcJrds he was heard to speak on 
eafth were: “Gch} in heaven is my j>ortion 1” 

‘And he entered into the joy of his Lord.* 

• • 

• Did Lily love me ? Again and again I ask 
myself this question. You will^hink it ought to be 
of little consequence^ to me now* But not so. 
Since all is vanity and nothingness here, the past 
only remains to t>e looked to; and even the sure 
knowledge that* her love was mine would be ^n- 
sppal&ble comfort. But lysll is void «of comfort 
Shall I ever fiftd art answer to that*que$tion ? 

Ag’ain and a§ain I have gone over the whole of 
nyr intercourse with her, trying to understand her 
part of the 1 relation Wtvreen us. Sometimes I liave 
seemed to atrive at a ' yes,’ and then a bittlr ‘no’ wipes 
out the happy conviction. She knew mn from child¬ 
hood, seeing a brother in me, no doubt!—an elder 
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brother even, for the 'discrepancy, o*f years must 
have been against me. And she, whose heart fr6m 
hec tenderest yoifth Ijad been directed tfe heaven, 
how «hould she, ho^v qould she„ c haye fastened her 
affections,on such a clod of earth as I was? And 
she died *so young, in the ‘happiest age of ideilsr ’ 

But stiil, if I call hack to tnind the tenderness 

I 

with which she ever surrounded me, the entire dcvoi 
tion that yielded to me', with such .loving surrtncfc?, > 
and made her look to me as ta her guide and guardian; 

« ahd considering that I was the only one of .ny sex 
she was brought into close contact with, I say to my¬ 
self—surely she loved me, she cannot but have loved 
me! Not with a feeling like mine, but with her 
own sweet affection, that lor/e divine, passionless and 
pure, which so often spoke to my soul in intercourse 
with her, but which never found root in my heart 
And I cannot forget that in dying something 
seemed present with her, resembling the perfect love 
of holiest woman. It made efforts to flow into 
words, it hovered on her lips, shining in her eyes, 
but it found net expression. It had not reached 
the ripeness which speaka, and it died with her, as 
an unborn babe with the mother that would havo 
given it life. Is it possible that it was love to 
me which, even in her. last moments, glorified her 
beputy ? * 1 

Did she love me—yes or no. -1 Alas, 1 keep . 
asking, and who shalligive me an answer? Site 
neve» had ar y secret from me. If indeed she loved 
me, that wae the one secret, hidden surely to herself 
even, and sfee took it with her to the other life. . . . 
As a dacam I remember the days we spent at 
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Betljldiemv-a drfeam, tjiougli I hardly closed my 
eyes. 

It was with difficulty that ya obtained admittance 
to a small cottage bftrderipg hpoM the great dofster 
gardens. There She lay, pale as a lily, beau/ifqj to 
the lait/even in death. » AiTd the paler she grew the 
deeper glowed the brightness Af her wondfous eyes. 
It 1 was as if the very star of B^hlehem she loved to 
thfnlc of had found a dwelling ir^ her gaze. Nor 
was she white with thaf livid pallpr which deatl^ 
casts on* features in which hij lingering touch has 
wrought havoc ; it was rather a transparent white¬ 
ness glorifying mortality and testifying against its 
victory far more loudly than health’s rosiest bloom. 

Night followed day, and day succeeded night, the 
time for us flowing unmeasured ; I know not how 
it passed. The cloister bells kept ringing ^lmost 
continuously, excruciating to my grief; for it seemed 
to me as though, vC'ith heartless voice, they were 
tollihg out the life bf my beloved^ No one heeded 
us, but the prior one day sent some consecrated palm 
branches, which appeared to delight LiTy. I fastened 
them above, her couqh. 

* As life ebbed away her unrest increased. She 
asked to be moved. She was too weak herself, 
and. as* a little cMld I lifted»!her in my*arms, my 
mother ^smoottiin^ the couch. Afas, it was tJ*» 
first ^ime since sfle had quitted childhood that I 
dared take hlr into r^y arms. * And, u»^>nsciously, 
she clasped my ndek to Steady my holdi Oh, the 
‘ touch of lo.ve! but how late it came, la* because 
dying! I*could not keep back my tearsAand they* 
fell on^ her upturned face. 
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' My friend,’ she said, -amid heavenly satires— 
m$" heart yet trembles at the meitioiy-j- 1 tears, my 
ffiend, and I so happy ? I do not suffer in the least, 
ancf soon, s*on, it will &11 be over. *There is but one 
thiqg grieving me. I long for the* Paradisg of jGod, 
my soul's home, where peace and joy await fae. I 
shall sooh«bc there—hvithOut you, Philip! But not 
for Jong. Wc shall be united again where there* is 
no more parting/ ' * 

Her voice utas yearly inaudible, and her breathing 
troubled. As a spirit-whisper those words* touched 
my ear: 

‘ My friend,’ she resumed after a while, ‘ how 
sweet it was to call you thus! Yes, Philip, I may 
tell you now, I loved that name for the best part of 
my life. . . . Yet thc r c was a depth of meaning in 
it which I seemed not to fathom entirely, however 
much I endeavoured to be true and loving to you. 
... I often felt you deserved ’a greater and fuller 
affection than I wjfs able to give’ you . . . and* yet 
those were happy moments when I tried to under¬ 
stand the higlYmcaning of that sweet name. . . . But 
there seemed something hidden in it,—something I 
could not reach,—which, if I had it, would malce 
happiness perfect. I have not found it. ... I go 
to God nO\v, and there, Philip, all'will be given . . . 
0.U shall be calling each other friend in His presence to 
all eternity. . . the measure of happiness will be full 1’ 
Her physical unease reached such' a pitch Hhat 
lying dowy became impossible. 1 took her in*o my 
arms, sitt ng down on the edge of her couch, her ’ 
head lea-hing against my heart, and by degrees 
quietude Returned. 
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I «at holding her, hour merging into hour; God 
alotfe knew yhat I suffered. She moved ngt— 
her eyes w£re closed ; the slow, fairft breathing only, 
and‘the scarcely pcfccptible (throbbing of her Iviart, 
showed that life ffad not*yet fled. 1 held he'r hand 
in Sifne* —cold, alas, f alrandy — and anxiously I 
watched the .sinking *pul$e. I lived in its beating 
only, but oh, what hopeless living! The hand grew 
ipy,*the pulse becoming slowe/ and slower ; it could 
not last* much longer. 

Suddenly she raised her c/cs, ‘suffused, with 5 
light of unearthly kindling, 3nd whispered gently, 

1 My friend ! ’ As a fleecing breath the words 
escaped her lips, but I understood them, with a holy 
kiss Bending to her brow.. 

Again she moved *her lips^ but no further sound 
fell ‘on my car. bhe had told me once that she 
loved the habit of the ancient Church that joined a 
blessing tb'thc Croas, and involuntarily 1 made the 
holy sign to her.dying eyes. , 

She understood it, a smile glorifying her features 
as with a reflection of heaven’s peace.* Vision faded, 
the lids closing slowly! A gentle sigh, and she was 
gftne. Lily’-s dead body rested against my heart. 

Submission I*knew not. The frail maiden had 
upljelef me ; she ^one, strength and scl£-possession 
vanished. F<?r'days’ and weeks 1 u*is <ls one bejy/t 
of reason, a prey to devouring grief. But of that I 
speak not 1 
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It is long since I wrote to you. Repeatedly I have 
taken up the pen, but only to drop it again in 
despair. It seemed impossible to describe what I 
have seen. But it weigh^ upon the heart, urging me 
to tell you, however feebly. • Having confided so 
much to you, I oughl not to keep this crowning 
experience to myself. Listen, then, to what I have 
to impart to you in sorrow. , , ; 

The great moment was fast^ drawing ccar. 
Darkness seemed' being engulfed by the abyss 
more and morf! rapidly—light with us reaching its 
fulness in a transparent dawn; but far, far away, 
beyond the gulf, a great daybre'ak was bursting the 
confines of night. I knew the < fair land of the 
blessed wqs about to be revealed It was a won¬ 
drous radiance,, increasing quickly, ■ aud transfusing 
tHe distant shore with hues of ,unknown "and in¬ 
describable loveliness, In dreams orly, or tvhen 
yielding td the magic of .mu^ic, a fain’- foretaste of 
such gloryrmay come to the human souL 
( Hell s«emed captivated, the whole of ily existence 
culminatirg in an all - pervading sense of dread; 
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millions of.hungry -eyed,souls’ drawn toward a self¬ 
same goal. Son* like pillars of salt stood motion¬ 
less, gazing into tfye brightening glow; others hcjd 
sunk* to their knees; other.! ag^in, falling to > the 
ground, sought to hide tlieir faces ; while some in 
hopeldss defiance refused to look. But I stoo<3 in 
fear and trembling, foi'getful of all but the vision at 
hind. 

• *Anfl suddenly it seemed as if a great veil were 
rent asunder, torrents of light overflowing their 
banks, ahd the wide heavens steeped in flame. A 
sigh bursting from untold millions of lost ones ended 
in a wail of sorrow that went quivering through the 
spaces of hell. I heard, and saw no more. As one 
struck by lightning I had fallen on my face. 

How long I lay thus confounded I know not; 
but when again I lifted my dazzled eyes, there was a 
clear, steady glow, a beneficent radiance that admitted 
of my lookfhg into it, not blinding vision. Still I 
had* to accustom, my sight to it', it seemed a vast 
ocean of light that by degrees only assumed colour 
and shape ; dawning fo#h to the rapfured gaze as a 
world of beauty and' loveliness, such as eye has 
n<Jt seen and the mind is unable to grasp. But 
never for a moment did I doubt the reality. I knew 
it was’the land of bliss, cy^Ji 1’aradise* unfolding 
to my \;iew. At‘first it scejned as'though islaais 
and distant shored grew visible in that sea of light, 
gentle harmdnies of .colour floating *hout them. 
But gradually the ’ scatteitd parts unitecA forming a 
perfect whole, a world of bliss immeasurably vast 
Yet, infinite as it appeared, It formed but a single 
country—a garden abounding in blessing, in beauty, 
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in delight The lovelfest s^ots on earth are astiesert 
places in comparison. I have n« qther w’orcfs to 
describe it. To* do,sp fully anji justly ^ had need 
to be an angel, and yo’i know what* I am—one’who 
might have been an angel, but lost* now and forever 
undone. • • 

Trembljng with awe and enchantment I gazed 
into. Paradise, deeper and deeper, encompassing, fco 
doubt, thousands of miles, E'or, strange as th£ aspfcat 
was, the power^ of vision 'given was stranger still; 
my spirit seemed roaming through vast tialms of 
glory, all their beauties laid bare to my tranced 
sense. I felt the balmy breezes, I heard the rustle 
of trees, the gentle cadence of waters. It was given 
me to see every' perfect “fruit, every lovely Rower, 
every drop of dew reflecting the light. I saw, heard, 
felt, drank in the fill of beauty. There was music 
everywhere, speaking the language of nature glorified. 
Not a dewdrop sparkling, not a tree-top 'rustling, not 
a flower opening, but it swelled the heavenly pSalm ; 
all sounds floating together in harmony, wondrous 
and pure. As yet I saw no living ^soul ; but songs 
of joy, of exultant praise, resounded everywhere, 
nature and spirit uniting in one perfect hynrfri. 
What shall I say, but that infinite bliss unspeakable 
happiness,’and hcaveij'y peace, flashed delight mto 
my soul with a thousand daggers of longing! 

This then was Eden, I secmedhall but in it and 
yet how fa - —how far: Of all that gi6ry not a ray 
of fight fon me, not a flowdr even,' or a drop of dew ! 
Ah gracious heavens, not a drop of water—not a 
tingle tear! 

But where were they, the souls whom no man 



LETTERS FROM HELL 


*47 


hath ^ounted, the saved one|, redeemed from the 
work! ?» Not one* of th#m I had seen as yet. The 
garden se*mdd as untrodden of hyman foot a/ on 
the .day when Adam and Ev| had been driven forth 
by him with the (faming sword* * Where are* ye, 
my # lp.vod one’s, if not in Ute heaven I sed«?’ .My 
heart cried out for y*m, longing, thirsting—Aunt 
lfetty somehow rising first to my mind.* *Why she, 
1 ^:*my 3 t tell, since there is mother far nearer* and 
dearer to my sou!. . 

But while I thought of lier, .behold herself! 
Yes, there she was, I opening*my sorrowful'arms to 
clasp her ; but, ah me, there is a great gulf fixed, 
and no passing across it! Tet J saw her, dear Aunt 
Betty —saw her as plainly as though I need but 
stretch forth my hatjd to*draw her to my embrace. 
It was she, and yet how changed! glorified to youth 
and beauty everlasting, the same to recognising 
^vision, *buj perfected, and spotless as the white 
raynent she wore. Some happy thought seemed 
moving in her as she walked the paths of content, 
crowned with a halo of peace. I saw she was happy ; 

I saw it in the light her eyes, in the smile hover- 
ip g about her mouth ; she had conquered, and sorrow 
and grief had vanished with the world. 

I was deeply moved, to tfie pouring forth of itiy 
soul even in w*eping ; but Wliat lx>ots cynotion if the 
eyes tfre a drie(f-up well ! • I thought of the Wvc 
am? sclf-forjgetting kindness |hc had ever shown to 
me in the days of her life. Now onty 1 kncw,how 
muth she had been to me—*now only I 4 understood 
her. F©r — marvellous yet true —I n«,t only saw 
her : I was permitted even to read her heart /fll 
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she had suffered—her t every battling and victpry— 
lay open to my view as r a finished tale. • Yes, I 
understood her %s I had never done before. Long 
ago when she was ydti^g, my father had been a«true 
brother to her in ‘a time i of bittef sorrow, offering 
her J-he«Shelter of his love when she found the.u$>rld 
empty and cold. She had ndvpr forgotten that—her 
grateful h'eart vowing to him the remainder of hgr 
life <n the service of. sisterly devotion. She 
kept that vow fujly, fondly. That was the 1 key to 
Ijer life. And her beautiful sacrifice of love enriched 
, not only my father, .but all she could help and 
cherish, souls without number, of whom I was chief. 

My father—Lily! my heart was reverting to 
both simultaneously. And oh, rapture !—I beheld 
them even now emerging from a shady grove. 
Aunt Betty seemed to be meeting 1 them. • 

Thf sight of Lily was more than I could bear, a 
film overspreading my senses. Jt seemed at'first as 
though both had appeared but to vanish ; but no*— 
in perfect clearness and heavenly calm these beloved 
ones moved in my vision. Nothing of outward 
beauty, nor yet of the heart's, secret history, being 
hid from me. Truly I had never known them, 
never seen them aright before. » 

* O Lily! beautiful eycn on eartlj and of sweetest 
womanhood*, Jmt surpassingly beauttfui in the fulness 
ofVuradise. Mortal eyefhas not se^n such loveliness 
glorified to transcendept charm. Nay, .human im¬ 
agination isltOo poor to reach bvep to the hem ol 
her garment! ‘ Holy ahd sanctified ! ’ seemed td be 
written in her every feature, surrounding her with a 
hilo of praise. It spoke from her crown of glory, 
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from .the palm t>f victory she,carried, from her robe 
of righteousness^ whiter* than snow. And as she 
lifted her shining eyes, it was as though their gaze 
enfolded me ; I trdmbled an^ flowed, as a flickering 
flame touched J>y’a kindling *breath? And that 
angjs^mile of* perfect blis^ accompanying Vic Jook 
seemed meant for —eveij me. But that was 
illusion. None of them can see us here—thank 
Qpd !, I saw her^ she was rxfcr me in spirit vision, 
laut in truth she was far,/ar away*; and the blessed 
ones in ^Paradise are saved fron>tho thought of hcil 
and its every horror. Yet the separating gulf docs 
not separate me from her inmost thought. Woe is 
me ! shall I weep, or dare I ’rejoice ? I can read in 
her pious heart as in an open book 1 Ah me, what 
cfo I read ? I see it—see it as in clearest writing 
that she loved me'with all htfr soul—truly, if uncon¬ 
sciously, with the deepest purest giving ofo virgin 
bride. *Ay more, slje loves me still! she is thinking 
of pie, longing for, me with a longing as painless as 
pure. For it is in hell only tha* pain and grief arc 
known. 

What more can I.&y ? Hopelessness, my daily 
portion, is *as a blaring fire feeding on my soul, some¬ 
times sinking im ashes, lout never dying. At that 
moment of sweefest bitterest convictioi^ the flaftic 
seemed fostered Jay.denial, the veiy essence of hell. 
Bliss ahd delight f veering rotlnd to despair, my wlffile 
miserable existence flared gp in an all-consuming 
agony. 

*See what might have b«4n yours, but you have 
lost it—lost 1’ was the ever-recurring cry of my tor¬ 
tured souL Can you wonder that I hardly heeded 
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my good pious father yho walked beside her, spring 
her felicity?—that I cannotVememlp a single \ford 
passing between# them—nay, heard'not for very 
anguish ? Had I beeiji quiet to 4 listen, no doubt I 
wou d have heard ihention *)f my n^me, might have 
heaul ttiem speak of iqe in heavenly tendjyijcss 
But, having seen Lily r and fqad in her very heart 
the assurance that she loved me, I heard and saw jyj 
mord See what mij*!it have been yours, but 
have lost it—lost V I writhed in despair. V'ain was 
my effort to lift eyes to her once more-,1 could 
not—could not! Anti with a cry of horror I fell 
back upon myself, 


LETTER XXII. 


SINCE you heard from me l.fst—and there seems tef 
have been a longer pause tlym usual—I have roamed 
about in aimless adveyture. 
t There are no accurate means of estimating either 
distance in hell, or flic speed of our travels; I expect 

I » | 

that both are astounding. Time and space here can 
only be spoken of in an abstract sort of •way, as 
existing Iti thought merely. Consequently there arc 
hardly two souls'amongst us tjiat would agree con¬ 
cerning the measure of either. * Hut that holds true 
of anything. 

Since everything then, is imaginary, unanimity 
Is merely accidental, amj what is called harmony on 
aarth not to Te found here. That a number of 
seuls* by social* instinct, aifcl under fyee of habit, 
should unite % «Tt^a given place for# gwen object by 
ncy means is proof of concord. For concorT*prc- 
supposes lfberty, whereas suth souls are under down¬ 
right compulsion, and, apart from the (nstinctwhich 
drives them in a common direction, nowise at unity 
amongTliemsclves. , 

My roamings, then, are no free-will undertaking. 
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Whenever I (eel especially miserably and desponding, 
there is a sense of relief it^ dashiryj about BlinSly 
with no other object but that of moving.* Blindly, 

I say — meaning heedless of ^st^icles; pushfng 
through' wall!, mountains,. houses, trcps — through 
living* citatures even if they are in my way'.'.-'Tlhe 
latter, of qourse, is not altpgether pleasant; fancy 
rushing throflgh man or beast in your aimless hurry J 
But dne gets used to‘ 'everything .here. ‘ Oh; efts'« 
tracted soul!’ your* neighbour cries, and is sltisfied 
, you should pass.* We are always suiting ourselves 
to circumstances, you s£e. Are you surprised that 
I should yield to such madness of motion ? True, 
every one here has his or hei; congenial abode ; so 
have I, leading, as you kno^, a sickening life. ‘But 
I am helpless once the frenzy seizes me, unhinging 
my very existence, and away I hie me, as driven by 
despair. • 

Yes, that it is—despair and ■ nothing* "else, en¬ 
gendering a need, amounting to passion almost, bf 
trying to escape frorfi oneself, or at least to stupefy 
oneself. 

Neither the one nor the other is possible; in the 
world one succeeds at times, never’in hell., But that* 
knowledge does not restrain me ; agkin and again J 
perceive the .utter uselessness of endeavour, pulling 
up suddenly, perhaps, to find myself’in* <ne strangest 
of places. 1 

And more horribly stiange, more dismal than any, 
is the place)from which I lately ictumed. As a 
maddened fool I felt driven thither; as a maddened 
fooj I hurried back, utterly confounded. 

I suppose every soul here fa forced to perform 
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that .journey ohce at least; *and in so* far it might 
nof unaptly be jailed a*pilgrimage, butTo a frightful 
shrine. Whether it is on account .of a certain inex¬ 
plicable mania ^polsessing th 'all sooner or lat£ r, or 
merely by djnt. of* a dusad attraction* exercised by 
th&.ajfful place, I know,not; but no one' escapes 
the fate of gping thijtfer oncq, if not oftjner. You 
Jnow what a crowd is drawn by a public execution, 
anfl that people, will assist,*dt so dire a spAtacle 
unless* positively prohibited. Iri is strange! But 
what should you say if any one* by’morbid attraction 
had a longing to watch his ertvn execution ? Some-' 
thing very like this takes place here. 

You a’re aware by this time, and must be so, apart 
from my inadequate account, that between this evil 
place and Paradise* a great gulf is fixed. Great, I 
sa£, and would add frightful*, but that words invented 
for earth’s need are altogether unfit to describe that 
gulf. *Il*« the home of Satan. Do you understand 
that ? In the, depth of that ,abyss the quenchless 
fire is burning, for ever tended by the devil and his 
host. How far away is it ? I caryjot tell ; I think 
it is in the outmost lim\f of hell. How near one 
tnay approach it ?' Even at a distance of hundreds 
qf miles one fifcls seized with giddiness and all the 
hgrrcfrs of death; but one'is drawn ,ncverthefcss. 
That one shftifld ercr escape it aj^ain «eeins marvel¬ 
lous. * How wid$ the gulf is ? When lit up b'y'the 
radiance of Paradise, the eye at a leap seems to 
carry you Across* but I /loulrt not it mjy be likened 
to a shorelftss ocean. ' 

L ighf now is fast decreasing, swallowed up Joy 
the darkness rising afresh from the abyss. Do you 
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expect me tp describe do you that a 6 ode of terror? 
But I can n<) more depict it? than I 6 was able to |ive 
a c true representation of Paradise. It ' is beyond 
hum<m possibilities^ and< I am fyut .human, evert in 
hell. Yet one thing I mhy tell 3404 ; believe me, 
that^mof-c than one rich *man is to be found by^thc 
awful pit,, looking across to < where they see the 
blessed poor in Abraham’s bosom, stretching forth 
their‘arms too, and entreating for a drop of watef t<}> 
cool their tongue.’ But that first rich man' of the 
gtispel docs not dppdar to be among them ; (-here is 
’a rumour that pcrchante he was saved. 

Alas 1 I was among those begging rich, suppli¬ 
cating with all my soul, but no one—no one heard 
me. Despair urged me to fling myself into the dwful 
gulf, that perchance I might lose myself amid the 
howling fiends of the bottomless pit. What power 
prevented me, and eventually brought me back from 
the place, I know not. Is it possible th'A God in 
His mercy is yet kcqping me? 

I have returned \hcn, dreading I shall be carried 
thither a second .time. I must tell you more, though 
it be a subject of horror .both "to you and to me ; 
but then all these revelations arc fraught with horror 1 , 
and these letters had better remain tinread by those 
whose self-cpmplacent tranquillity of mind dislilyjs 
being harassed. 

*Xs I returned shivering in every fibre, and con¬ 
scious of the thought only of Satan and" his angels, 
I all 'but felljinto the anps of,one coming towards me 
on his way to the gulf. 

, But was it a human being, this creature with 
mangled body and frightfully disfigured countenance ? 
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A nrnn indeecf, lys ver^ app<»arance b^peaking his 
name—Judas* Iscariot. # 

A piecfc of rope was round, his*neck, and in Jus 
hartd he carried, thirty pieced of jilver. The rope all 
but suffocates,him, and the money burns hij lingers ; 
he keeps throwing it awap but it always returtTs to 
his grasp. J have »hc^rd that it may.be absent 
awhile swelling some usurer’s gains ; but }udas before 
*idn’g finds it in his closed htind again, bearing the 
marks *of blood. And *thcn he Is heard to groan, 

' What«is that to us ? see thou fo tliat!’—^ fruitless 
repentance, which is not repentance, eating away* 
at his soul, and he spends himself in vain efforts 
to get behind some, one and seize him by the 

necld 

• 

.What he intends' by this is not quite clear; but 
people think he is anxious to find a charitable soul 
who w^ll give him back the kiss he once ga\^ to his 
Lord ancNVIaster, ;«id thereby free him from those 
hcftriblc pieces of ‘silver. Hut the sou! lives not in 
hell who would care to save hint at the cost even of 
a kiss ; he is an, objeej of repugnance to every one. 

I too burst away frolYi hin* horrified. 

• I came aerbss a scrap of newspaper the other 
d^y, and my eye was cau^At by an advertisement 
offering ‘bridal Soifqucts and funeml wreaths ingjeat 
vaqety.’ And }«st beneath it a stationer expressed 
his willingness to sell hand - painted, rards for the 
mepu of wedding brcak/asts»and ‘In Memoriatn’of 
the dead. Such is life, I said ; side by side grow the 
flowers Tor the adorning of brides and the crowning 
of corpses. Better sometimes the latter than the 
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former; better to be clasped in the, embrace of death 
than^find love dying before its time, , 

. Memorial carcte ! how touching and—ftow cheap! 
Howfc we love to sp^ak if the virtues,of our departed 
ones, nrtopming them ostentatiously,.and assuring the 
worlTt we shall miss them for ever. For. r ewer ? 
Look into, your own iheart; my friend,, and expect 
not to be remembered too long when you are gon*. 
Love’s wreaths will fadd.on your grave, and the'nijfht-v 
winds alone will ktep up their moaning around it 

What is this buzzing about me like troublesome 
flies—memories ? 

I once had taken a youth into my service. He 
was a kind of legacy of Aunt Betty’s, and fof her 
sake I intended to be kind to him. But somehow I 
was always finding fault with him. There are people 
who rduse our evil nature, for no reason one can 
see. Poor fellow!—perhaps he was not atffcr bright, 
though he tried his best. But patience was dot 
one of my virtues. C I scolded him almost continu¬ 
ously, taking a kind of satisfaction l believe in thus 
revenging myself on what.I considered his stupidity. 
I well remember the many hard words • 1 flung al 
him, provoked from bad to wors& by his meek 
sorrowful countenance/ At last <1 said I ‘could 
not bear his* fool’s face any lorlgeV, hnd gave him 
warning. I did help him to another place, where I 
fancy he was pore kindly used than with me. But 
it was a disheartening loginning for one who hat} to 
make his way in service ; and he had deserved better 
at, my hands. When he had left me I discovered 
all sorts of little proofs of his touching fidelity and 
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grajrful disposition. How batily I had ^warded the 
poor fellow for s»ich golden qualities! t 

It coulcf not be failed a gre^t matter, but it left a 
sting. 

My town residence Aad the rare amenity of a 
litite* garden ; it was |hut*in at the farther encfhy a 
blind wall forming the back of a humble dwelling in 
tke^rear. But the wall was not quite blind ; it had 
*>ftc little window not far from the ground—to my 
notion, the one eye of thfe house which kept looking 
into m* privacy. I had no need to think so, for 
behind that window sat a poor seamstress who had 
something more to do than, watch my movements. 
Tme, she would now.and then look up from her 
qcedTe, as if she dclightad in my garden ; and she 
evep dared sometimes to put # her head out of window 
to enjoy the fragrance of my flowers. There could 
be no 4arm in that, but I disliked it. And Svailing 
myself of^he lettet* of the law, 1 ran up a paling a 
fc\$ feet from tlK frail. • 

The right of doing so was mine, but it was very 
wrong. The poor ejeature had flighted in my 
garden, the proxijnfty ofr which had helped her 
through many a joylesi day. She loved flowers, 
and the sight of green things was grateful to (jer 
ha*d-worked cyc%. There, jycre a few»thrushes in 
the garden, and ifhe’was cheered by their song. ^My 
feneve was sim pi* cruel, depriving her not only of 
these enjoyments, bu| of fresfl air as w<jll» and of the 
lighj she sorely needed-*-1 hjd shut her out frorft her 
share of the sky. 

I had acted heedlessly, and I came to see *it 
before long ; good-nature even was stirred, and I 

n 
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actually revived to make amends. I went found 
to tjie back' street, but was too late ; the poor girl 
had been obliged to lpave her little room, over which 
the struggle^ of ter), lorfely years, had thrown a halo 
of home, * ° j 

Neither was this a great matter ; but little'things 
make up the sum of good cr evil in life. I feel sore 

at heart j 

• ^ 

I had gone out riding one day ; it was In the 1 

country, and I intended to look up a farmer in a 
^tnall vjjlage, but did not know his house from the 
surrounding homesteads. The place seemed asleep 
in the noonday sun, not a youth within hail to whom 
I might have thrown the bridle. Looking about, I 
saw an open cottage-door and the figure of a young 
girl appearing on the threshold ; I called her and,,she 
promised to mind the animal, seeming half shy, half 
ready to please me. 

I went on my business, and, returning, came 
upon an interesting spectacle. The mare had 'be¬ 
come unmanageable ; the young girl could hardly 
hold her, fecling«evidently distressed by the creature’s 
pranks. Her efforts to oubdue its gambols served 
as an admirable foil to her figure ; her every move¬ 
ment was charming, and her pretty face reflected 
so delightfully both fear and vexation. that instead 
of Jiastening'to her assistance, I stbod still behind a 
shrub watching complacently whaF I considered an 
exquisite sqnqe. 

Ihere w&s no danger involved.' The mare was 
not vicious—only frolicsome; but the rustic beauty 
did not understand that, and was evidently frightened, 
holding fast by the bridle, jumping now right, now 
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left k her lithe figyre following? the capping anfmal 
It was’merely to ingratiate herself witn the damsel 
that the nfare tossed its head, pluhging again as# if 
to inap at he* krychief, wnich, now flipped from 
her shoulders rerealing fhe whitest of necks' And 
behold}-the masses of goldtn hair escaped their“con- 
finement falling in a shower of rioglets although to 
veil her charms. Her distress increased visibjy, a 
d£ep glow mantling her features, her bosom heaving. 
Now on tiptoe, now curbing her outstretched arms, 
bending* this way, bending that, slic delighted me 
with her graceful movements. 

But there was a sudden.end to my enjoyment 
She caught sight of me, and I was obliged to ap- 
pyoadh. Had she let g® the mare, it would have 
beep no more than’ I deserved ; but she held on 
faithfully till I was near enough to take hold of the 
bridle rpyself. There she stood burning with shame 
and angerj’her eyes* brimming with tears. Before 1 
mdhnted I endeavoured to slip half-a-crown into her 
hand ; but she turned from me proudly, the coin 
rolling at my fcot. 

Surely no great matter. • 1 had wronged the girl, 
by being unwind to her, while revelling in the sight 
of* her beauty ; Sut she came to no harm. On the 
contrary, I have *a. sort of pijnviction thtt the little 
adventyre proved! a useful Jcsson,* tcaihing hc^.to 
beware of admiriitg fops. 

Nevertheless, memories will not be <ytynced. Jus¬ 
tice Jis the law of life, best in Ithe world, or in heaven, 
or in hell j and every act of man, though it contain 
but a shadow of wrong, calls for atonement, unless 
God Himself in His mercy will blot > it out 
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\ know V now—I # know it—vjfio shall fre^mc 
fron\ even such ? i , 

«Da you see (hat tree? Oftep and often I sink 
down beneajh it ifith groans ef regret, for on'its 
branches are gathered the Opportunities of a wasted 
life,"' Aey keep falling dowi) on me, ready Wtfush 
me. I am often driven thLt.he? by the hashes of the 
awful Inevitable. How happy I might have bee«, 

t ^ f 

how much I might have done in the days of goldfo 

M ... « . • 

possibility. 

t But [ would 'not I As a blind man I walked in 
c life, careless of light, 'it is dark now, but I can see 
-1 do see—the failure^ my days. 
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If memory takes me to the IX)ly Eand now* I scorn 
to roam through its length and breadth as a broken¬ 
hearted pilgrim questioning every spot for the 
Saviour of men, but unable to find Him, with whom 
tfiere is forgiveness of sin. In the blessed days 1 
spent there actually, peace ’was offered me daily, 
hourly ; but I was too much engrossed with my own 
vain thoughts to be anxious for the unspeakable gift, 
Ai> angel of God walked bcsidc^mc, whose influence 
over me was marvellous. Lily’s*faith and piety were 
as sunbeams to my heart; I felt the vivifying touches, 
and more than once was njar yielding up my sinful 
taing, my life and dll, for so precious a Saviour—her 
Saviour—who (t’as ready to be mine; but at the 
decisive momenUclf-lovc, writhing in agyny, shot tip 
within me as*s flame of hdlf| blinking .the eyes. I 
saw^not Him, bufc only a fdir girl by my side—(he 
aim of my <#arthly hopes and* all but mine already, 
who, alas, sAould * so6n jost jne the fiardest of all 
conflicts, even a wrestling will death. 

0 Galilee, thou land of beauty I How fine js 
the contrast between Judaea, dark, wild, and waste. 



LETTERS FROM HELL. 


263 


an<Athine Own fair, gwial tracts. f And of all places 
none more sublime than McAmt Tailor. In glorious 
sojitude it rises «from the broad expansfe, lifting a 
precipitous front north, douth, easj,' anfl west Clothed 
to the top With woods and*shnibbej;ie§, its evergreen 
oaks-arid pi^es seem to,, vie in beauty. Asd.'.the 
place is riqji in aromatic plants*., Never apywhere have 
I met such freshness—such exuberance of natur^. 
FroiA the south only V.fye mount is, accessible, a 
winding to the vei 4 / summit, revealing fresh ‘charms 
of landscape at dve rf turn ; and rising from fche sun- 
• burnt plain, you enter* regions of air more pure and 
balmy than you ever dreamt of. The way is longer 
than you expected, but repays you amply ; and as 
you reach the summit beljold a tableland of ’some 
three miles in circumference, an expanse of richest 
greensward and splendid groups of trees. i'ou 
enter this retreat of beauty by a ruined gate in the 
west Remains of enclosures and turrets^of grottoes 
and cisterns, meet tl}e eye at every tprn—memorfals 
of a mysterious past which tell of an encampment 
or even a city tjiat may have stood, here. But now 
peace has her dwelling .there; if anywhere in the 
world, with a sense of security and .calm. No 
wonder that Peter exclaimed: ‘ Cord, it is good 
for us to bf here : if ‘Thou wilt, let us make three 
tabernacles ; one,for Thee, and One tor Moses, and 
one tor Elias.’ ( 

We had, begun the ascent towards evening, and 
though it was but March thp day bad been oppres¬ 
sively hot; it was like* a deep draught' of refresh¬ 
ment, therefore, to reach the cool balmy height We 
felt as though admitted into Paradise. Just before 
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sunset we gaifled the top; ^nd finding oursyvcs 
unexpectedly up&n thilt glorious tat/cland, com¬ 
manding sc boundless a view, a jiecp silence* fell 
upon us—the wholt of Gali!<ic,*nay, the greater ^>£rt 
of the Holy Lanjl, a*t our,feet! * • . 

f .looked towards Lily^ for it was throkgk Jicr 
that the best t of impressions at, all times 7 reached me. 
The setting sun was wea'ving a h&lo abo«{ her, cast- 
jng^a j-oseate glow on her botruty, which morc»than 
ever looked as though i% were not of earth. I had 
often fejt this, but never so fully before. And the 
glory of earth and sky about us seemed as ’nothing, 1 
compared to the uplifting radiance that spoke to me 
from Lil/s face. She stood wrapt in worshipping 
delight 

Bear with me, my friend, if I seem lengthy, carry¬ 
ing* thee back agafti and again to scenes dead and 
gone. It may seem foolish in a poor lost cjne like 
me, but ^ycn that, is not of my choice! I -am 
fo» ever driven back upon my own past, and what 
was happiness then is misery* now — ay, hopeless 
despair. 

Towards the north* we Rooked away over the hills 
»f Galilee* to the showy peaks of Lebanon and the 
rqgions of Damascus. Nestling at our feet were the 
little towns of Galilee, Cana, Wazarcth, and Nain, tfith 
their holy metttoaicsi Wcsttfshd lay^the plain of Esdra- 
elon, steeped in jharm, with* Carmel beyond, an® the 
sea suffusech with the light of*the setting; sun. Brook 
Kison, winding ihrdbgfy the^ valley lil?e* a ribbon of 
sheen, guidts the eye to the headland overhanging 
the Mediterranean. Turning to the cast your gaze 
is captured by the beauty of Lake Genncsarcth, with 
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the\jmall ttom of Tibejias, now in ruiifs. Not far off 
is Capernaur^, and beyond tJLe lake* the deSerfr wlfere 
Christ fed the multitude. To the south ere Mount 
H5rmo‘n and the hills • of Samafria.^ Farther still, 
beyond.Jericho, the*lonely .height wjiere the Son of 
God»£as*£d and was tempted by Satan. Yeyi; $ye 
wanders awa^ over Joijdan toBpthabara, where John 
baptized ; over the*Red Sea' to Mount Nebo, in th| 
land of the Moabites, \thcre Moses^ied ; and in the. 
distant haze you .descry the boundless desert of 
Arabia. 

The Sun was sinking—nay, it fell into the sea, 
glowing like a ball of flame, and sudden darkness 
overspread the land. But our people had Wen busy; 
a tent was ready to receive my mother and Lilj^ for 
we intended to spend the night on Tabor. Our 
mules enjoyed their librirty and the succulent grass. 
A fire h,ad been lit with odoriferous branches of cedar, 
and a simple supper was being, prepare^ 'Every 
hand was busy, excepting the Turks, our escort, who 
looked on, lazily contemplative, enjoying their even¬ 
ing hookah. Those sunset scenes making ready for 
the night, how soothing ,they‘ had always been to 
my restless soul 1 But that evening on .the Mounlr 
in Galilee was one of the last restful tvenings I knejv 
on tearth. •’ « ' 

When darkness had tdt in we*lit mbre fires and 
plaC&] the necessary oiitposts, for, nowhere in the 
Holy Land is one safe.from an attack o( Bedouins. 
But it was Visy to secure ^oui* position* here; the 
place was a fortress in itself. 

Having retired within the tent, we [fcSsed an 
hour by the subdued glow of a lamp, Lily presently 



LETTERS FROM HELL. 


26 


taking her Bifile and reading to us thc4tory of the 
TrJnsfrguAtion. * Her feice to me w^s ever as ‘ a 
cool hand 4aid on an aching brow/eufficicnt ip 'itsplf 
to attune my spul*^to worship. I listened, anxious 
to listen. YcJ if was but as a transient bfeath of 
eveji,ip*a sultry atmosphe^ ; my spiri^soofl would 
flag, fluttering helplc^fy^and unable to riije. 

' Do you feel comfortable, Lily ? ’ said* I, on wish- 
jr*{j*har good-nigty:. 

‘ O J'cs,’ she replied, with one o^hcr happy smiles ; 
‘ I should like to live and die hcfrcY 

I knew from her manner, 1 ‘and her eyes told me, 
that she had more to say. ,1 bent my ear, and she 
whispered : , 

‘ Do not forget to s^y your prayers, Philip, on 
lying down to-night! Remember that our Lord 
prayed here for you also ! ’ * 

A breath of life to touch me—my soul rafted her 
wings Invent out»dceply moved. 

•My couch wps prepared just.outsidc the tent I 
laid myself down wrapped in burnous ; but not 
to dispose myself to sleep at once. . I must say my 
prayers. A prayer fftmi tte heart 1 think 1 had not 
ftnown sirtce the Jays cjf my childhood. Of late I 
h^d been trying? but always felt that something was 
w^ptiilg—alas, n«t merely something, b*|t the thing 
that constitute*! grayer—upfifting ghc 4cart toward 
Gexj. I really endeavoured to collect my thoughts, 
but hither atid thither they rdamed agjupst my will. 
It seemed vain fc». m*e tej foldl my hands, to move my 
lips—the spirit of prayer u4s absent And yet I 
could nt>f think of sleeping without firs$ having 
prayed 1 Stillness seemed to have settled within the 
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tent\ but t} outside, ceuld not resf me and be* still 
I locked wakeful, toward the # st§rrj? sliy. * 
scgmed so near * bu^ there was no peafce in that 
feelisg. It oppres^d me—the enclosing firmarrfent 
was litfe, a prison. The Voices oC night began to 
worVW my^ancy, and rettlessness fevered my»bl»od. 
There were sound% alfr aboqt me—wild.boars break¬ 
ing through* the brushwood, and jackals howling ifi 
the plain; the call of a night-bird in the trees ming^&ji 
with the strange grunting* of the sleeping‘Turks, 
v&o in .dreamful unease added their shar® to the 
concert of discord that*filled my ear. 

It was midnight My repeater announced it as 
clearly as a church bell, I thought. I tossed impa¬ 
tiently, gazing into the dying embers. There* w^ 
something quieting in the sinkiftg glow—it held # me 
still. And presently I thought I 'heard Lily’s voice, 
reading how the Saviour was transfigured f on the 
Mount. Yea, and I saw Him standing between 
Moses and Elias ip heavenly gtory. Upon tflat 
vision I closed my £ycs. And behold my soul had 
been praying! .The spirit, frged fot a moment from 
the trammels of the flesh,<had rfsen to Him. I could 
sleep now, and slept quietly till dawn. • ' * 

. The glow was deepening on ‘'the heights of 
Ashtaroth, «beyond thf ( sea of Galilee, as'I »p- 
pro^fhed thd northern slope. 1 v>a£ standing by a 
choked-up cistern, awaiting the yetf veiled glory jvith 
eyes riveted pn the eastern sky, when i light figure 
cami up behind me. f It was Lily, quietly putting 
her arm within mine. * We spoke not, but together 
we gazed toward the far shore of morning tfiat over¬ 
flowed with light How sacred was its calm! 
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But now the sun appeared* a well spring of sylen- 
dpur, flashing, frgm height to height, £#id setting a 
halo on Crfrmel: for the west lay steeped in w^ondfr, 
and the sea caught fvery sparkling beam. • 

' Oh, Philip, sorely thfe is the beauty of Jibliness,’ 
wh&porM Lily ; * let us praise the Lord^ ’ f had no 
words, but wrapped t ihy, buraoug about Jher, fqr a 
cpld wind swept the Mount. 

.•^be valleys lay yet hidded an mist and darkness, 
but thbre seemed a flattering *movcment in the 
cloudy »coverlet—a sudden rdht,’and through It 
appeared a shining cupola arfti the white glittering 
walls of a little town, like a.rcvelation from another 
world. , 

‘ Nazareth ! ’ cried Lily, in happy surprise. ‘ O 
Philip, look 1 we haVe it all here ; sweet gracious 
Nazareth and holy Tabor. * He humbled Himself, 
yet wag the beloved Son, in whom the Fattier was 
well pleas*!.’ • 

•She only sajd lie as the thqught of Him moved 
in her heart, filling her soul. Phad no need to ask 
her meaning. How wide were her .sympathies, how 
keen her perception ’of boauty, but her deepest life 
cNvned Him* Lord, and fjim alone. 

. The sun having fully risen, we walked back ^to 
th« tent • * • 

1 It is here *Hc \vas transfigured,’ said Lily^prc- 
sentjy, stopping short and looking about her with 
reverential iwe ; * but not yet had Hc # afcomplishcd 
wh^t He had cdtne* tb,do—*-the will of His Frfther, 
to the death, even on the Gross. Not yet had He 
drunk the bitter cup—Gethsemane, Gabbajdia, Gol¬ 
gotha I But here for a moment He was uplifted 
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into^the giVy that awaited Him at the right hand 
of God ; andl thus strengthened lyerit forth* tp 
th^ fiqmiliation and suffering that lay Ifcfore Him. 
Philip,’ she added, ‘is not this £ hply example'for 
all God's, chifdrcn ? We, Wo, have ,1 path of sorrow 
to tread 1 , many a trial tc* go through ; but %e* loo, 
may have p foretaste c*f the j<?j 4 to corns, the perfect 
liberty promised, and it may help us to reach tly 
end. * Without this gfece divine pnany a buaderjpd* 
soul might fail oif the road, for life seems hard at 
tifncs. We havS bden strengthened by a vfcion on 
•this mount; . . . my heart is very full. My spirit 
rejoices ; . . . let me jpin in the new song to the 
glory of the Lamb! ’ 

Was that Lily ? Yet it. was not for the firsttime 
she had spoken out of the fulrtess that moved her 
Every day of late had made her more fit for heaven ; 
even I Saw it. But I trembled at the inward ^beauty 
she unfolded, which seemed one with t*er atdent 
desire to go behind the veil. 

‘ I cannot help rolling you, dear,’ she continued, 
clinging to me for support ‘ I feel as if I could 
not breathe again dowa there in the everyday 
world. It is a happy feeling, yet fraught with 
pain. I do not say I would give 'the rest of my 
life, but I would give much for a few quiet days up 
here! ’ 

‘ Would it really make you happy, Lily ? ’ said I, 
sadly. 

‘ Oh yes, Philip, and well too ! I seem to breathe 
easier, and my heart is Tree.’ 

> 1 Well, then, ask mother about it I am satisfied 
with whatever pleases you, sweetest Lily.’ 
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Jhe mountain^seemed astir*now, and tfie encsfmp- 

ment ftill ‘of.liffc Our*people were fwide avyake, 

Turks and* all ; sojne makiiyj ,coff>e, others baking 

cak&s of wheat or giaize on heated stpnes ; others 

again tending »the animus or polishing their arms. 

Thtf Turks looked on complacently. Having afcSm- 

plishcd their •matutinal devotiftns, they Incited their 

pip^s and allowed others to do ( the work. Hut there 

frftg life too beyond the camp — herds of goats 

browsin'g far and near. cool \tund played about 
0 ■ • _| 
the trcrMops, and the flowers looked more; gay in 

the light of morning. 

My mother raised no obyiction to Lily's desire ; 
she had been strangely»rcady of late to humour her, 
fymi’a feeling perhaps that we should not have her 
rauiji longer. 

So we remained, and we all liked it. It was, to 
tell the^ truth, a charming mode of spending a few 
days—camping gijtsy fashion on so lovely a spot, 
hiffh above thc.wdrk-a-day world, with a view over 
all the land — the Holy Land — in the purest of 
atmospheres, amid sceycs of nature,*rich, balmy, and 
fragrant as Eden ^tsclf, and in absolute calm. It 
was a time* of blessing,-truly. And Lily revived ; 
there was no troubled beating of the heart, jio 
sudden throbbmg of the ppjse—I kne*', for often 
would ,1 hold the 5car littl^ hand qufetly nestling 
within mine —nS tell-tale flushes dying away in 
pallor. Hef face wo^re a delicate blocun* I almost 
believed in the w?>nder-workiflg power of the sacred 
Mount ^1 was myself agaifi, casting fears to the 
wind, and adding my share to the happiness of the 
moment 
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\n the course of tke forenoon pilgrims of t^ery 
hue and nation arrived, wfA cripples, an'd Offerers 
in, tfiQ rear. Fortunately, our encampment was at 
some distance from^ the actual sapetuary, which sived 
us frorfi, being overrun, ft was a- s?.d and almost 
sicRdfting sij^ht; but Lily did not think so. ' On*the 
contrary, $he was, all" sympathy, yearning to help 
where she could. To the poor she offered mojiey, 
to the sick medicine, •tfce comfort -of a helpful wg>f<* 
to all. Love trenfbled in Her eyes, gathering sweetly 
aft her lushes, How*beautiful she was, her d?ess half 
eastern and altogethe'r charming; how lovely she 
looked, gliding about from one miserable pilgrim to 
another ; and they all understood her, knowing never 
a word of her language ! , * 

Towards evening I received a visit from the qftief 
who had undertaken to be responsible for our safety 
from Nazareth to Samaria. He had been .hunting 
on the Mount, and was now coming with-M splendid 
retinue to pay his respects to me, and present fne 
with a wild boar heTrad killed. Of course I had to 
return the compliment, and indeed his attention to 
me was worthy of an acknowledgment True, he 
robbed me of the precious evening I had intended 
to spend alone with my mother and Lily, instead 
of which I 'now was obliged to plry the amiable 
hostj presiding at an extemporised feast I did my 
best—in conversation too, which, helped on by a drago¬ 
man, was a pattern of ilowery speeches. One com¬ 
fort 'was left—Lily watched "us f-6m the distance, 
and seemed intensely arliused. The Emir on quitting 
erpressed himself highly sensible of my attempts to 
do him honour; and with thankworthy politeness he 
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pitched his caftip half-way do*vn the Mount, leaving 
the* upper'domain to odbelves. 

But enough! It is no healthy craving’ tyat 
urges me to ei^ar^e upon this sort of thing amid 
the horrors qf Jiell. You may turn for, fhe rest 
of Sit ,tt> Chateaubriand qt Lamartine^ if jtoff tike. 
Fool — fool,that 1,3m, evtm jn the /calms, of 
4path! 
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Adventures of all frind are of daily occurrence 
here, but they are void of interest. Like eyerything 
else in hell they mock us with emptiness—mere 
shadows of things left behird. 

Not long ago, at a lonesome spot, a young won?an 
flung herself into my arms, not for love of me, but 
for horror of another. She was being pursued, 
and a sensation of fear, natural to her sc&, startled 
her into a show of weakness. It \Vas foolish in her; 
she might have known that she could not really be 
harmed, and thafr whatever cause of fear there might 
be, I had no power to htlp he'r. But such things 
will happen here; we live -in the notions broughf 
hitjier from the world, no matter how clearly we see 
them to be meaningless.,, It was q*Ui^e conceivable, 
then* that th£ tender creature I held in my arms 
should have been sufficiently distressed to seek .the 
protection oS my manhood. ( 

I 1 gave her time t& reoover kbrself, and then 
inquired into the natute of her alarm. She lifted 
a pair of eyes to me, tenderly trustful, like-a turtle 
dove’s, but trembling afresh, as if the very question 
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fver«i too muA for her shy jnd gentle' disposition. 
However,»she foifnd cottage to reply : ^ 

He is^lways after me. I do npt know hij tiame 
—he is seeking^ foP Beatrice* 'He fancies I anr^slie.’ 

I knew at oi^ce whon. she rrfeant *That* maa is 
on$ pf the public character in hell, if I may m y so. 
It is an ill-chosen expressions but descriptive tjrms 
acquired in the world are apt to 1)e inadequate here, 
jji^ieil all are public, yet norfb)is so in the scns'e you 
w3uld attach to that worn!. Whirt I mean to convey 
is simply this, that the man slje sfioke of is kno\tn 
throughout the regions of heH, pointed at f>y young* 
and old ; and that whereve^r he goes he is mocked 
with his* own constant cry : ‘ Where is Beatrice ? 
Can# any one tell me where to find her?’ This 
Question is for even in his mouth. Beatrice seems 
his* one thought, 'and the getting hold of her his 
mania He is convinced she must be in heH ; ‘ for,' 
says he—£>ut let nje cast a veil over the poor girl’s 
history. Enough rfhat he seeks # hcr with such brutish 
eagerness as I have not knowrf even in this place. 
But he looks foj her in vain. Wgre it possible for 
him to find her, e\*en hqjl would shudder at the 
probable tlged. He is^one of the most repulsive 
brings I have Tnet, and that, surely, means a good 
deal here. He must be viefc personifi^l, all human 
feelings burnt lo«t \>f him*;* nothyig remaining but 
the one wild inhufnan passio’n that has possessea him. 
AnS then the horrible wounds disfiguring his body, 
his Jife-blo<xl for*fvdV gjishing through every dhe of 
them ! He'is a refuse of thejvilest in hell. No won¬ 
der thaf # <he poor shamefaced creature was (jlled with 
horror at the sight of him. 

18 
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‘Then y*ou are not ( Beatrice ?’ I said. 

‘ No,’ she ( replied, with the meekest of - looks. * ' 1 
am Emily.’ 

1 Qur acquaintance did 1 not prodeed farther on that 
occasion^ bilt I soAiehow felt sure I should meet her 
agatrk ‘ 

Having lhft her for the piesent, I could not but 
occupy my'mind with her. ' How was it possible, I 
thought, that such a; creature as this Emily phdujc} 
have come to hell i She seemed an image of fairest 
womanhood. True, beauty alone is no safeguard ; on 
the contrary, some of the most favoured in this respect 
would seem to be here. But her utter gentleness and 
simple-hearted sweetness—her modest beariiig—must 
be genuine, I thought A veil of purity seemed do be 
cast about her, despising dissimulation. There wds 
a grace not only in her face and figure, buf in 
her ev<xy movement, that might well claim to be the 
garment of an innocent soul. Aqd then, S£ ySung,— 
a very child to the^ world, surely. She might.be 
nineteen, but one wculd hardly credit even that I 
saw she had been married, for she wore a ring; but 
she looked hardly grown-up. ' Now, the true simpli¬ 
city of innocence is admired by the npst worldly 
even—how justly so may be inferred from the fact 
that it does,not exist here. It is r.are on earth; but 
some women, seeip to preserve the heart of childhood 
in sflite of the promptings of the flesh and the devil. 
Emily, to ajl appearance, seemed to be one of these 
chosen few. As a grown chifd 3he ldoked whose 
feet could never have £een soiled with the mire of 
the world. How, then, did she come to wake in hell ? 
Involuntarily I thought of the awful truth that the 
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heajt’is unclean by nature, nft matter what gshces 
may^ twine ab«ut»it, and though its lot We cast is the 
' fairest of paths. ( . • • * * * » 

I met her again *before longhand, uimotifed* by 
her, # watched her* at leisifre. She sat apart, deeply 
engfcfcsed, and oflering # a Sight both attractive and 
singular. Her attire Va* of ctoistcr-like, Simplicity, 
ult<^ly white, the ample folds ppvcloping her slander 
^purely wlfite from tt>p to toe, without a 
shadow of colouring, and contracting strangely wit^ 
the surrounding darkness. Opt thing only*seemed 
wanting to crown the indescribable gracefulness of 
her appearance with the perfection of beauty— 
peace—which, of course; she had not Her delicately 
shaped hands moved busily in her lap. I discovered, 
aftes a while, that ? precious necklace occupied her 
attention, the pearls of which she kept counting, now 
beginning at one end, now at the other, but always 
stopping a> the centre, and dropping it again to 
wring her hands* *1 fancied I sjtyv tears in her eyes ; 
but that of course was not so. 

I moved up to her presently. 

1 Are yqu la dain/ blanc/ft ?' I said. 

It was a Stuped question, since there are so many 
ladies owning this title. % * 

€ut she onjjishook her Uoad, saying*'No, I am 
Emily flcming. 

‘ Fleming and Sparkman ?’ I ejaculated, surprised, 
naming a highly respected firm. 

. She nodded, haaving »a deep sigh. What could 
she mean?. Was she some member of a well-known 
family ? • 

But she, meanwhile, had replace^} the pearls on 
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herkneck, sitting mdtionle^ with, folded hancla I 
hasten to slid that no ohe ever esuoceeds 'here »in 
foldirfg hancrs a/ight-—,that also is of the past She * 
apjfcared lo?t in sorrowful thought 0 

1 PcKjr child!’ I cried, ‘'you seerfl Very uqhaptjy.’ 

‘ Yes—y$s, I am,’ she sobbed. ‘ I have shsta’ined 
a toss whlqh I cait never make good.’ ’ 

‘.What is it you have lost, poor Emily ?’ j * 

‘A pearl—a pearl,' she murnfured, wringing»fu?r 
white little hantjs, 

‘ A pearl 1’ I echSed—a slight thing, surely, to be 
cast into hell for. And yet there are goodly pearls! 
Was not there a man who sold all he had that he 
might buy one pearl of great price ? 

‘ Well, perhaps you r.iay find it again.' I said, 
anxious to be kind ; but it was foolish. • 

‘Do you think so?’ she said, brightening. ‘But, 
alas ! 1 have sought for it for years and years/ 

The memory of a promise seemed hoVering a^out 
me, that those who seek shall find , but I could not 
shape the words, and only said vaguely: 

‘ If you havt sought so tong already you may be 
all the nearer the finding.’ , 4 

It was the vainest of speeches, bdt it broke down 
the reserve about her heart. She seemed {o tfust 
me, and before long she told rqe Jl^, history of'her 
life* It cost het a rea' effort to do so—I raw that 
well enough ; but the longing to unbyrden oneself 
is irresistible with us. And, .moreover, the veil of 
secrecy is always being lifted here from every soul. 

'You seem to be acquainted with the, house of 
Fleming and Sparkman,’ she began ; ‘ perhaps the 
present heads Qf the firm were known to you. But 
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my history takdfc me back—ah 4 let me see—for seven 
generation*. HoV long*it seems! ’ 

' lAs a lighVhJarted girl of sixteen ^ becaijifc the 
bride of Robert Flcfning, andhd brought me, a h|j4>y 
young wife, to the old Qpnily hlbuse. *0n the day 
we jw.ere marnecf he gave me a precious necklace, 
worth a man's ransom^as tfte saying is.* And before 
fastening it on my neck he spoke*to me ntxuit every 
p£aN ip particular, adding a meaning to their tfalue, 
wlitch tonics back to me now with terrible force. 

“ The kyge blue pearl in the centre*--a gem rather^’ 
he said—“ signifies your wedded troth ; the deep « 
red one your true love ; and that white one your 
innocence! The lesser jiearls on both sides make up 
the number of wifely virtues—each pearl for a grace 
*-and there are many you sec. And that which 
holds them together, making them your own pre¬ 
cious adornment, is chastity anil womanly hcwiour.” 

‘ With his own Jiand he fastened the costly gift 
on«my neck. His words had ( impressed me but 
slightly ; I was young and delighted in the splendid 
ornament. But. alas! the time came when I could 
but remember them in tear^. . . . Look at my neck¬ 
lace! TlfC .pearls &re all there, but the central gem 
is missing. Anti the loss of that pearl has ruined 
me. ; . . 

‘ Did I lov'tfmy husband*/ I <^o mrt know what 
to say honestly. (Perhaps I* did not love him*as I 
migfit have»loved another, diut L niu^f own that 
wedded life’at first 'seemed *happy ; lie loved* ine, 
and two sweet little babies crpwncd our union. 

‘ All ’vtent well till a friend of my husband’s 
entered our house—a man as false as fair. I can- 
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not tell how it was, but he cast a r spell ovej me 
Wa^it that I loved him? t /The affection* I .felt’for 
my husband^wa$ quite different, aftd T t am sure It 
w3s true; but he sofridltow had “never waked in. me 
thp intoxicating rapture wfrich that other one called 
forth^_ <1 felt it welling up in flames of fire whep[*ver 
he came neai^me. Wjs it madness ? was it witchery? 

I think it was a p6wer of evil seizing upon the heated 
blood rather than on'the mind or heart. It ^vofkfii^ 
as a subtle poison,; but though a poison it was vtry 
srveet In vain 1 I rtruggled against it Y^t I can 
hardly Say that I struggled, for although I knew 
those feelings to be evil, I loved to dally with them, 
and the will to conquer was in abeyance. ‘ 

1 Being alone with him one day, he, carried ,iway 
by passion, caught me in his.arms. I offered rfo 
real resistance. I felt- overtaken, and a sensation 
as of .swooning seemed uppermost. Yet I must 
have made some involuntary mqvement of escaping 
from his hold; for the string of my necklace giving 
way suddenly, the .pearls rolled hither and thither 
about the apartment. That brought me back to 
myself. He too seemed ( suddenly dispassioned. It 
was as though an invisible hand were attempting to 
part us. We started asunder. 

"‘Yes, we^ had been-sobered all, at once, -reality 
staring us in,the face. "I drew rr.yself bp, requesting 
his immediate departure, and he, obeyed. ’I was 
anxious to look for my pearls, and happily I found 
then? all, oni only remaining lost,, the iolue one of 
wedded troth. Alas! how earnestly I sought for it, 
morning, noon, and night, but it had disappeared as 
by magi£. I succeeded in keeping the fact from my 
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husband for some time, and I«permitted no foo^ save 
ipine tt> eftte^ thf fatal Atom. I sought and sought, 
buf the precious pearl was Ipsf. Antf at last tlyre 
waS a day whet* my husband saw that it was gone. 
It was a terrible, moment"! He*said little,,b*ut from 
thjft«hour a gloom rested #n his brow, which'spoke 
more loudly than wovfs .could’hayc dofie., I under¬ 
stood it—“Thy troth is broken { thy purity lost; thou 
no more for r»e ! ” , • 

‘ Tile false friend aiV> seemed stirred in con- 
science^ he kept away. How* it was witji him*I 
know not, but in me the fire fiad been kindled which* 
burned with a hidden flame. My heart had con¬ 
ceived sin, and the wicked image would not be 
Ijanilhed. I strove agait^t it feebly; it was stronger 
thaji I. My inward* gaze followed him spellbound ; 
and with him was my every thought Even in 
drcam% I was his. That moment, when *we had 
been %o vqry near io actual deed of sin, had left its 
tafht. Sin had, gained an ascendency over me, and 
I yielded helplessly in the secret chamber of my 
heart. And yet that heart had i>ccn pure before 
it knew him, and evil thoughts had never assailed it 
Alas, how little is needed to murder innocence! The 
white robe of my soul was soiled. One only cojild 
h.-we restore^ Jt* to cleanness,—He wWo would not 
condemn the’woman that, was a sinher. But for 
Him I looked ndt, grovelling as I lay at the feet of 
an idol. 

I fell ill, andteven 1 jn ilftress my folly was *upon 
me, burning within. The wild fancies of fever must 
have laid bare my inmost soul to my husband. My 
last thoughts on earth clung to that sinful moment 
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that ^robbed me of nry pearl. I ^was the prey o( 
death—life vanished, and, 'fitting ipy pyds again, # I 
fo^n<3 vconsciqjsncss returning in the tornrfent of fiell 
I ha ire come to own the justice. „ . »’ 

•There was a pluse of-silence, and then Emily 
contirfu&l: < ’ • • 

‘.Do you &now jvhftt it i§ &i go back as a restless 
spirit to the* upper world ? No ? Then you are.,a 
stranger happily to a .cruel law ruling some'ot,fls 
here. I could not* rest in ftell; go back -I must to 
sfek my pearl. I* have been seeking—seeking!—these 
centuries past, but it is* hopelessly lost . . . 

‘ I cannot tell you what I felt on first returning, 
a disembodied soul, to my former home. I trembled 
as one on forbidden ground ” , 

‘Not a corner of the big old house I left ,un- 
haunted; in passages and rooms, from cellar to 
garret, 1' have been looking for my pearl, spreading 
terror everywhere. But the horvor seemr. to "recoil 
upon me, filling me v/ith fear and trembling. Ev£ry 
inmate of that house* at one time or another, has seen 
the white lady locking for somythingnvith a lamp. I 
am more dreaded than the nearness of death itself. 
One old servant only of the present household seems 
able to bear the sight of me. He has seen me so 
often that I Relieve he ijas got used ty pe ; he folds 
his hands in‘ silent prayer, and'he*ccs me npt. It 
happens sometimes that we meet ind meet again in 
the long dusky passages, he following his business, 
I beht on mine, with 0 that. *diffeitence between, us, 
that he walks in cotfidence and I in despair. 
But it comforts my poor trembling heart 40 come 
upon his well-known figure in the lonely halls. I 
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have*known h*m from his y<juth upward, watched 
him doing*his duJy in uprightness of soul. Hi/hair 
is tfhite ncRv ancJ his figure stooping ; l|ut the t fearer 
death he seems*the t more courageous he looks* afnd 
the greater hjs ,fcarless»css in 'meeting ryi. He 
alola appears to feel no horror at my appro&oh, sior 
need he. I Jiave as liftle powtr Jo ha/m.him as he 
hjs to stop me. I can only look for m/ pearl! 

• • *I»hastcn to the well-known chamber. Tfiis is 
the speft where for one fatal mertnent I yielded my 
soul to*sin and was lost in coh sequence. Here ft 
was that my jewel vanished. Here, then, I seek most 
anxiously with indescribablcjonging. Hut the pearl 
need not be here ; some one may have found it and 
takefi it away. That i^ why I search the house, 
evcjy chamber and‘every closet, peeping into my 
lady’s jewel-case, and into* the work-box of the 
humblest servant-maid. It is chiefly amflng the 
womtfli of the household that I look for the gem I lost. 

*' I flit throiiglf corridors. .One of them since 
time immemorial has been used'as a picture gallery. 
Here I find the.lifeline image of Jhc husband I so 
cruelly wronged. I *darc *>ot lift my eyes to it, yet 
t seem rooted^ to tfic ground there for hours. 1 keep 
thinking, might there not be an expression in his 
face,—the shaclbV even of ai} expression*—promising 
forgiveness aril ’restoration^? But I dare not look 
for jt; I creep a%ay, guilt trailing behind me. 

'Guilt a$d shame, for my*own pic^UK: hangs by 
the.side of his, filling me&sure of silent repftrach. 
I fancy # thal picture to be my real self in youth and 
innocents—myself being but a miserable counterfeit 

‘ The pictures of my children too, my lovely 
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babes ! My heart yearns for them who once found 
their heaven at my break. Bijt, ^lad, they aje 
strangers to|,mei now • they look dowrf- upon "me 
wi\l> eyes that know me not, Them also I “be¬ 
trayed, 1 robb'ing thtnn of their mother's love, and 
they toefcd me not! I dr<?p my eyes in bitter,sh*lne, 
and hurry.av^ay. 

‘ Some seven generations I have seen come at*d 
go, the bonds of blood uniting us ; but not only ifjt® 
they learned to ‘look upbn me as an* intruding 
stranger^ but to shuri*me as a very vision of hell. 

‘The venerable hotlse has fallen into evil repute 
as being haunted. The family have often thought 
of leaving it or pulling it down, but somehow their 
fortunes seem bound up, with that ancient ‘pi!^, 
and quitting becomes impossible. They accept Jhe 
trouble of my presence, and I flit about, a lifeless 
shade aSnong the living. , 

‘ The absence of mystery too enables them fo put 
up with me. I am known to be theis ancestress, alid 
my sad history in afi its details is a matter of gossip; 
the very echoes of the house seem to whisper afiout 
the young wife who was so lovdly but faithless. 

‘The fatal necklace is ary heirloom f in* the family. 
But the central pearl is missing. A diamond cross 
has been added in its st£ad—the sylnUoJ of faith, if I 
remember aright t ‘ ‘ l ( 

‘ ^t is my necklace still. Artd whenever .the 
owner for time Wing is about to pass away, I 
appehr by her dying bAi witfi tbec solemn question, 
“Where is the pearl ?” * 

< ' For several generations there was nothing but 
horror by way of an answer, and, dismayed at the 
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:errible confusion I created, I,would hurry away in 
despair. »But ail expedient has becrr found. * The 
3ykig women now invariably plate jheir hand on 
thoir Bible, regjyinjj boldly, “ The pearl is fqplid 1 
We have thi^ ps a pledge!" 4 It is*not,hny lost 
pefrj, # you understand, byt there is no grfiw;a/ing 
their reply. . Ah me,,lfad / foeind^ that^pegu-l of great 
Ijrice which gives such assurance to dying souls, I 
,Ux> might have ,had healing Icomfort for my loss. 
But the syi remains, my*pearl is \;one, and I am left 
to wail^in torment! ’ .* * * 

She was silent, writhing *in agony. But even* 
now, though filled with despair, her face preserved 
an expression of childlike loveliness and most cn- 
^aging innocence. Ho\^ bcwitchingly beautiful she 
was 1 And I thought to myself, were it not that 
she stands condemned out 'of her own mouth, and 
had another told me her story, it woulli seem 
impo*sibl<^ to bclinvc it, to credit so fair a creature 
with such a measure of indwelling wrong. 

Behold the growth of passion! It is but a 
pacing though perchance, moying the heart. 
Whence is it—wht> can tell ? Whence is the 
sudden Cloud d.lrkcnyig the fair heaven ? and 
whence the elcttric spark ? Your mind conceives ; 
ai^d ybur heart, unless you*guard it, wll nurse the 
awful birth. * fhe fiery influence sfyoots*through_your 
being.* Your nerves tremble, your blood is aflame. 
And though quiet may be *restored, # tfcere is that 
within you whicUyithn^ moment may course thitmgh 
your veins sffresh. For remember, if you had an ocean 
of the rtjfl stream of life, one drop of poispn might 
vitiate it Alas, it is more than a drop; the tempting 
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thought has grovfn to a grower of evil polsessing y*u— 
a natVre within your natur^*-wild,lawless,*and lead¬ 
ing /qu captive. , Sin has taken root inayour soul, 

imrojent though it foun3’y° u - H*ow.far it may take 
you Gotl,alofie can \ell. •• . , 

W*t«h over your thoughts, then, lest thfcy.iiin 
youj soul!. Watch, I*say, anti,, stifle siq in its birth. 
It may be £f small thing at first, but how awful is the 
growfh, suffusing body ^nd soul wi|h poison, doiftly, 
dangerous for its seeming sweetness! Has it seized 
y6ur heart—ah, fly ts .1 the Physician. 

* Where is He ? *• 

Alas, my friend, I know not. 




LETPER XXV. 

SNATCHES of song keep rufining in my head ; it if 
not I who seize upon mclq^ly, but the melody takes 
hold of me. You little think what power of torment 
jthefe may be bound ujj in music, and the sweeter 
its f echoes, the morfc cruelly they fall upon the soul. 
I do not refer to* mcmoricS that may be connected 
with jound ; they may be very bitter, but we arc 
used* to Jhat and. can hardly expect it to be other¬ 
wise ; it is nof this I mean., Rut there is that in 
music which is utterly discordant with this place of 
w<?e, producing.a terrible jar in thy soul. Harmony 
and hell,—the bare thought is enough to distract you. 
'WHkt is music bu\ a lynging for the infinite, filling 
you with a foretaste of joy and beauty unspeakable ? 
UuL Tor us % tjte* truth of stich longing^has vanished, 
since wc are! fbr ‘ever severed fjom *that promised 
wqrld, toward the shores' of which the waves of 
highest melody will ever tehd. No\j #nly I under¬ 
stand the full pt*ve*r Hf t music ; but the knowledge is 
clothed wfth terrible* pain, giving you a glimpse of 
Paradis, and leaving you in hell! . , . 

What was the name of that place among the hills 
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of Samaria where we rested one noonday hour in the 
shadAv of palm trees? J¥as it*not # Sftechem <y 
Sychi*? Tie people t there will tell ybu that a 
cen^jn broken cistern, wfiich stilj yi^jds water, is the 
identical,well wherfc Jacob* wept fgr Joy on seeing 
Raohei toth her father’s sfypep. Never have f JcacJwn 
gregper fiejd# or mort luxuriant vegetation than at 
this blessed %pot, stern heights rising about you. Tljp 
whoV valley seemed a ^garden, rich in figs and 
berries, in pomegranates, viiYes and sycamores.* Inc 
date-palm, the cictuS, the aloe, grow in profusion ; 
•olive groves‘at the foot of the hills, pines and ever¬ 
green oaks climbing beyond. 

But there was no rest for us by Jacob’s well. 
The heat was intense, even in the deepest shade,*and 
the plague of insects was intolerable. We were gl|id, 
therefore, to shorten our siesta and seek the cooler 
upland air. On the road Lily told me a story. 

Let me repeat it Two things, however," may 
surprise you with regard to this narrative, whith 
treats of faith—a weak wavering faith it is true, but 
seeking for strength. 

You may wonder in the first place that Lily 
should have told it, whose pure, steadfast, chilalikd 
faith never knew the sorrows of tempting doubt Of 
course she nay have read the ott ry, but how 
she should give >t with such vividness I cannot 
tell. ' 

You may be surprised, secondly, that / should 
repeat it who am for ever lo;t to f ne blessedness of 
believing. For had I but the poorest remnant left, 
this very fact, I doubt not, would bring me within 
the reach of salvation. It is memory only which 
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has 4 hold of "this little story; and though it may 
stir my. feelings, the spi^ is dead—dead. Pit* me, 

rSy .friend b\it Y ou cannot understand the fearful 
mockery of speakirtg of things* pertainmg to faith*— 
the very life of" th£ souk—and shaving* no part .in 
theyi! *Thcy seem to rise before me, beckonmg^mc to 
lay hofd on them; I sfrctch forth my Jiand, and lo, 
there is a hopeless blank! * •* 

l it js just like trying to caH hack a face you'hftve 
knfcwn i you see now tha eyes, n^w the mouth, now 
this expression, now that; but .the diving whole will 
not return to you. • , * 

Yea, and it is a face for which I thirst and 
hunger—tven the face of Him who died on the Cross. 
I can speak now of this feature, now of that—of His 
Wondrous love, His humility, His grace; but I cannot 
see *//;;«—the M;m of sorrows—who alone could 
yearn over a soul in hell. • 

Be/* enough 1 Whatever trouble weighed upon 
th* spirit of him of whom Lily’s story told, it must 
have been light'and peace, compared with the fearful 
darkness enveloping me. 

This is what I resfbmber: 

• * Whcrr Jhe Aplastic Peter took his last leave of 
the Christian people of Antioch, having set his face 
toward Rome lo, follow his» Lord in c^ath, a grfiat 
number of tRe^faithful, youhg and ol<J, accompanied 
the belbved Father beyond *the city. But thcjP had 
to separate,*weeping as He blcsse<] thejn ; and re¬ 
turning to {heir * 11017 ) 61 , they*yielded {heir heasts to 
the will of God. The jostle went his way. 

‘ But* there was one, old in years, whq, having 
•hared in the parting benediction, yet followed in 
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the distance. And Peter, perceiving him, beckoned 
him approach. 

‘\Thou irt ^troubled, my son,' - saicj, the agld 
ajlostle, with winning'love; “what is it that opposes 
thy heart ?” f 

“.Father,” replied the stranger timorously, “js it 
not faith which justifies man in the sight of God, and 
makes him*an heif of the kingdom ?” 

,,€ Yea, surely. Ganst thou not believe?” 

‘ “ I do believe* beloved Father, but I cannot ^ell 
whether it is saving faith. It seems so w c cak and 
wavering, and yet by faith alone I may reach to 
heaven. That is my grief! I seem to be able to 
believe, fully and ardently at times, but not for long; 
and again I am left troubled and doubting. .Faith 
seems to be shattered to pieces then, robbing me bf 
all assurance, and were it not for the blessed rihme 
of theo Saviour, I had nothing left to cling to. I 
have known moments when I feemed to rise, as on 
wings of trust, when the fulness, of heaven seemed 
given me. At such times I tasted all the blessedness 
of believing that he who seeks shall find ; thst he 
who knocks shall be received of God ; of believing 
fully that I, led and taught by the Holy Spirit, 
would never again wander away from my Father in 
heaven ; thpt I was bought with" 3 price, even the 
precious blood of Chrfst ; and that jPiis love would 
hold me safe to all eternity. I .have knotfn such 
faith as ttys, and, believe me, Father Peter, it' was 
free* from sell-sufficient thoughts. And yet it cannot 
be saving faith ; for at the vi ry moment, sometimes, 
v^hen my heart seemed nearest to the blessed com¬ 
munion of my Saviour, sin was at hand, and I 



LETTERS FROM HELL. 


289 


fell grievously, losing the sense of divine acceptance, 
an^i finchngf myself in th<*dust, bleeding and hel/iess, 
and friore rfliserable # than he ^v^oin»th<^ thievA le^t 
lying on the road^o Jpricho ; \>ut the Good Samaritan 
was far—far av*ay! •• * • 

‘ ® Alas, Father, my sufTorings at such times rfre 
great. The sneers of tftc.unbcflevjng at t|ie jrower 
of faith I could have borne ; but that the experience 
of osvn heart should confirm such doubt distresses 
me grcafly. • * * * 

‘ “ Ye* so far I have always ritfen to my foej again* 
to renew the conflict; shutting’my doors nil unbelief, 
and willing to be led as a little child by Him who 
came to save. Hut woa is me, I am not saved—I 
thyik*! am standing, and F>, I fall. 

‘ “ I am truly grieved at this my state, but re¬ 
pentance never yet gained me that power of the 
Spirit tlyit might fit me for more real fcllowshfp with 
Christ. 4 Aljus, Father i’eter, my sorest weeping avails 
me *noL When.th'ou hadst fallen, thou didst weep 
I know ; but thou couldst rise* from tears more 
firmly planted than before, never a^ain to deny the 
blessed Lord: Rut ndt so k—I fall, 1 weep ; I rise, 

I fall,'denying {he Master continually. 

f “ You see, holy Father, what manner of faitji 
this* isf Therj: fs*but one tlyng I am s«rc of, even 
the narqc of th* Saviour whyth aloac haft never Jeft 
pie ; .aught else i^ wavering and, I doubt me, no 
certain foundation. Ha<j I not*becn ttouJ) 1 *d already, 

I must have been'fillcd *v'th fJar and trembling*on 
hearing ^he word latcfy— Sljow thy faith by thy 
works! For alas my works, if not altogether evili 
are full of imperfection testifying against my faith. 

•9 
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How, then, shall it save me, if this is all my hbpe of 
acceptance ? 

“*I lookj back qn.life, and Jo, I see*a continued' 
struggle—now in sorrow, now ip despair.. I will not 
siy I have lost hope entirely ; nay, .1 know that in 
splte’ot defeat I must go on battling, remembering 
that salvation is ry>t of man’s* striving, but of God’s 
giyipg. But I am t ojld now, fast approaching the 
time when no manr can work. < Dare I hope^TiSr 
victory ? will it^bc given to such weaknecs of faith ? 
^ am full of fear, cringing to the one hope fcnly that 
the Good Samaritan, whose name I have believed in, 
for all my backsliding?, will come to me $t the last 
to lift me in His arms of pity and carry me home. 

‘ “ But will He do it ? He has bound ifp ipy 
wounds again and again ; will”He accept me ip the 
end ? I dare not plead my faith,—weak and waver¬ 
ing as it is, I am altogether unworthy of Hi/; saving 
mercy. I have not loved Him as I oughf; even 
less than father or mother, or son or daughter, com¬ 
ing continually between me and Him. Ah, what 
shall I do to find His peace? what shall I do to be 
siye of being saved ? ” ' ( 

‘The apostle had listenod in sitenpe: His “coun¬ 
tenance shone with a heavenly light, his eyes seeking 
for things £far. What,\yas it that'moyed in h »3 soul, 
radjating from bis bro\y—what blessed mempry of a 
day gone by ? The Spirit had carried him bark to 
the sea of Tiberias, and h^ hears the voice of the 
risen Saviour, “Simon, scv> of ’/onas v lovest thou 
me ? ” And now, as then, his heart malje^ answer, 
* Yea, Lord, Thou knowest that I love Three.” And 
his Lofd repeat^, " Feed my sheep.” 
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‘.My sheej 5 ! He looked, upon the aged man. 
Here .was one 6f thet^ood Shepherd’s war/Bering 
Iheep. And g&atly moved t the apostle said !* 

• “‘My brother,'if faith,"being poor, cannot.Kelp 
thee, try love., ,Mark njy wordS ; let ft b* 'thy one 
detife, henceforth to shoy to the Lord that thou 
lovest Him., Let nqthing be*to<j great, qpd nothing 
too little, to do for if is sake. Let love to Him 

,Ue*thy staff anc^ thy strength, and thou shalt find 
place *for, thy soul. Tlfy very endeavour to prove 
thy lo\jp to Him will make thetf rich in the assurance 
of His love. It will fill th^ soul, it wifi save thee* 
utterly. Love for thee also \yill be the law's fulfilment 

‘ “ Bcfiold,” he addqd, “ how wondrous is His love I 
steering thee in blessing^evcn while thou art sacrific¬ 
ing all. Whatever thou doest for Him comes back 
to thee. He never takes ;'He only gives, fulfilling 
His own word that it is more blessed to give than 
to re«eive^ Yet it. is thy love He looks for.” 

• ‘“But wha$ of faith, my. Father,” asked the 
stranger doubtingly, “ by which alone we are said 
to five ? ” 

1 A happy smile lit up ,‘hc apostle’s countenance, 
and *he rdplied : ’ , 

‘“It will be well, my son, with faith even. 
TJiipkest though, could be* absent whare love lives 
and moves ? ’ 4Gb thy way, and hqld fast that which 
thou Hast; and jrace and peace be with thee ever- 

. _ __ tt » 

more. 

Have I hot spoked sometime ago of a peculiar 
pain, a 'separate sorrow ? Ah, my friend, I 1 have not 
told thee all. 
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We are ever on the* verge of despair; a toueh, a 
thought only, and we are ir'the rmdst. of* it • it is 
incessantly wiling up fyom the depth c 4 our crtvn 
heart, ready to engulf us. The rjiind at tirpes resists 
with a frenzied pofoer, but only tp ^ink back in 
defeat* *And the worst of* it is that I am strfiggllhg 
as itwere Qn both §ides, offering agonised resistance, 
while turning tooth and nail against myself in maddest 
hatred. 

How long these*fits may last 1 wiiiiui »ieir; ic is 
not with .us as with you, that exhausted native her¬ 
self yields tRe remedy. There is no nature here, but 
only existence. 

Hut the paroxysm ceases., There seems to be a 
climax of fury ; when I haye beaten myself out, so 
to speak, there is a lull. 

But sometimes—ah! this is the deepest experi¬ 
ence, w<?uld I could say the most precious ! byt that 
is more than hell admits of,—«6ometimgs, aft the 
waves of madness sink away, ther& pscs a vision ‘to 
my* soul, wondrous and holy, even the image of the 
Crucified One. And there is a sudden calm, despair 
seems drowned, and all i* still* Not that suffering 
ceases, but an all-enfolding ^ense of l^iss lias swaP 
loi^ed up the rest. I stand accused—I hear a voice 
crying: ‘ It m thou, thop who brou£l$tst Him to the 
curse^l tree! 

Did I say vision? Nay, the Very word is too 
much. I wa£ a prey to longing, but. I dare not 
delude myself; such seeing^ is rot for me. The 
hungry spirit imagine*} for a moment—I see the 
Cross—the thorn-crowned figure—I look—and it is 
gone! Yet I seem to feel it present, if only I could 
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pier* the hiding darkness, d gaze and gaze, but 
tenfold ni^ht, enwraps tft« longing soul. 

'Him vflro died, I see not, .but »th(^ Cross* keeps 
damning forth and Receding. Beyond it I get* not. 
I once knew tjift story, but it is £onc, gone f and the 
mcV# I*try to remember, the greater seems thVblank. 
Tell me, ought I to despair, ougjit I ito (cjoicc 1 
s?e a Cross truly, though an empty one! Did t lle 
Tlt^t* die on the Cfoss ? Why -should it keep rising 
before‘me*’ Is it for puniShmcht ? is it for hope? 
Was n®t there something abou>* taking up t,hc Cross 
and following? 

Happy, thrice happy, O rsen and women, having a 
cross to bear! Murmur not, but bear it willingly, 
^pstlbetime come when ye long for it and find it an 
empty vision, the very burden gone. 
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We were sitting'tog&ther on a high cliff overlooking 
*a northern Gea. A few solitary trees stretched forth 
their branches above us, a landmark for vessels sail¬ 
ing by. Far below us the murmuring waves broke 
in melodious cadence, leavipg their mysterious mes¬ 
sage with the lonely shore. * 

Evening was stealing across the sky with those 
lingering touches known only in the distant north, 
night hesitating, though the sun be about to set 
Sleeping nature the r e is curtained in a balmy twi¬ 
light, steeped in the "tints of vanished sunbeams, and 
hiding with tender shadows both land and sea.' In 
the north only summer-tine reaches its fullest mean- 
ing" each sinking day leading forth the radiant morn; 
darkness is not, but a dreamful dusk in its stead. 
Nothing rnc-e beautiful’than tho^evening hows, 
‘with their slowly settling calm ; hotv enchanting the 
stillness, how full of poetry the hushed expanse, the 
slumbrous *ea aft youi 1 feet,,and the distant shore 
blushing with the kissek of parting day. 

But I was heedless of it nil, for she sat by me. 
Her deft little hands were busy with some needlework. 
I was to read to her, but the book had dropped from 
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my ljold, and € was fast losing myself in dreams. 
. How syeej she was in lyr springtime of youttu just 
eataring urajrf he* sixteenth year. There was pome- 
thiqg unutterably attractive 4 fi that Ifirsfc unfolding, of 
womanhodd, so tenderly appealing, so holy withll 
^he«as vlr/white, t>ut it was the transparent 
whiteness of the lily syffuled with a f^int reflection 
of the sunset sky. Thft red lift-stream* of yoUth, 
fragrant and pure, throbbed* beneath her delioate 
skih ; it took but "little tacalj up jjewitching blushes 
to her lovely face. A wealth of hair crowned her,; 
it fell in silky masses about her shoulders,'and her 
long lashes appeared to withhold a depth of beauty 
from yoflr longing gaze. There was something 
infinitely childlike about her mouth and the sweet 
<Jval of her face ; but it Rlendcd with an impress of 
wodianhood, a mystery to ba worshipped. 

A peculiar stillness veiled her being—a £alm of 
life, if,£o I may call it; the gentle breathing moved 
hej bosorrf, and her hands flitted lightly about her 
work. She was busy with her iwn thoughts, which 
see»ed to glide across her features like sunbeams, 
leaving a sgiile behind. 

. Rut as* I p sat wrapt in the sight of her, the good 
angel watching me turned and wept. The evil spirit 
was fast gaining the upper Stand. But^cvcn at such 
moments the’pune soul of Wts had prywyr to subdue.. 
Unconscious Qf aught else, no 'movement ie her 
* esca’ped met I soon perceived glpw chasing glow 
on her che&k, and mantling, her bro\k ; her hands 
trembled. Signs of wArning these, if I could have 
called b&ek the better self. * , 

At last her eye met mine with a look of gentle 
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reproof, steeped in dignity. The sjfcll was brpken ; 
a feeiing of contrition swejtf my senses. , The good* 
angepwas ready to lift me above tfic fnjje of earth- 

beyn passionl # • 

f \\'hy d» you *keep looking at me so persist¬ 
ently ? she said. . . - 

'< \frhy, Lyy ? ’—what*couVi I say—Do you dis¬ 
like it ?’ B 

•> 1 am sorry to seem unkind, ThiUp,’ she ea^ 

• but I do dislike jt. * *Jf you stare at me like that 
U feel strangely troubled—like a bird held e fast by 
, cruel hitnd^. I do not know why ; but you might 
as well look elsewhere—could you not, dear ? ’ 

‘ Certainly,’ I said, smiling at the simpld question. 

< But do you think I could ’harm you ? Are you 
afraid of me ? ’ 

* Afraid of you 1 ’ ske cried, roused to sprightli¬ 
ness ; Vthat is strange. I might as well ask whether 
you are afraid of me—are you ? t ’ And she put her 
little hand in mine. 1 Are you angry ? ’ sne went on 
gently, after a whilo. 

‘ Yes I was, but not with her. _ 1 hated myself, 
but answered quietly enough : „ 

When was I angry with you last, Lily; let m&see? 

‘ I don’t remember it in the least,’ sue said, bright¬ 
ening more and more. ‘But cornet, we had*better 
think of home' pow.’ 

And she took my aim, looking at me with her 
trustful eye£, as jf to say that fear of me was alto- 
gethfr impossible. But she^did not even think it, 
/ only laid hold of the thouffhf, and felt happy again. 

We w;ent along the* cliff. It was a rfch balmy 
evening in June. On the strand below, the fishing 
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boats offered a busy scene ; 3 few yachts in the dis¬ 
tance glided^beffire the*^rcezc. And on the itarizon 
An* island coast*laj' shroudejl in a#mystery of trans¬ 
figuring |ight. # lt^vas one of those*rare cvoiilngs 
when earth’s jpejuty seegis touched wifli a»refiection 
of^tp^en’s perfect bliss. , * # 

1 Afraid gf you !’J»ily repeated, rcvcrljng gaiiy to 
the thread we had dropped. ‘ That was ‘the strangest 
you ever ha^l! * On the*aontrar}', I feel wonder¬ 
fully secuje and taken £are* of, hnd the thought of 
j’our manliness fills me with jfridc. I fancy sonic- ( 
times that strength is given ft) you for me as well,—* 
that you would never allow .any one to hurt me, and 
1 say to myself, Who^ould resist him? It must be 
a gmnd thing to be a njan and do noble things in 

life ; but I think it Is better still to be a woman and 

* • 

be cared for by a man wno is noble and strong. 
And ypu know things much better than I dft. They 
say there js much evil in the world ; it is sad, but I 
suppose it is p-ut. Now a man with your know¬ 
ledge sees things, and secs through them ; he must 
bc^omparativcly safe from evil, apd be able to hold 
others safe! That N wh>%I feel so happy by ^our 
Side* as tliougji I could, follow blindly wherever you 
load me. I care not to be strong and cle%er rnyjelf, 
sitjee 1 have^ai? ! need in 3/911. You a*c noble, I ain 
sure, and reacty,’no't only to defepd 4 lfti.se you love, 
but,even to give*up anything for their sake. I like 
to fancy myself in trouble arfd darfger,;»it is quite a 
pleasant sensatioa, so lojig as' I have you near me. I 
am sure jw)u would e\»en risl^ your life for me, would 
you notp 1 You smile ; but don’t think mfc silly. • I 
am quite sure you are good and noble and strong.’ 
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Of course I smiled. My soul see?hed lit up as 
with A thousand stars, dispelling evefything<that need 
shun fne light. What a wondrous powers that chilfi 
had* pver me, lifting me ibove myself into her own 
atntosphVe oT purity! I njay well.c^ll it an influ¬ 
ence di\dne. I seemed to^rise from the dust'agcfto 
be jyhat she «believed* me,—»ije stronger than she, 
good and wise, welf htted to be the guardian of her 
trustful life. O happy moment—n,ever to rettyn^ 

The evening wsfc fading*; we were no^ fav from 
oilr dwelling. We had reached a place wljere we 
toften restcdj on the tbp of a towering cliff rising 
several hundred feet abxjve the sea. At high-water 
the waves would beat about the foot of it, foaming 
and curling, and falling b^ck exhausted. But* the 
tide was low now, and the silvery ripples in the dis¬ 
tance hardly touched tlfe ear. On the top of the 
cliff a flagstaff had been erected, something Jn the 
shape of a cross; beneath it thera was a lc^w wooden 
bench. Wc sat dowp, Lily and f, ^s we had often 
doge before. The top of the cliff was still within 
reach of the parting light; all about us—land,Vea, 
and sky—seemed veiled ic calrm We sat silent; a 
sacred stillness, the peace of .nature at.rect* enfolded 
our_ hearts. 

‘ Look 1 ’ «ried Lily suddenly, pointing upw&td., 

A flight of iea,birds Winging fhefr jvay across the 
deep—high above us, but it was so still that we hqard 
them plainly. _ We follbwcd ^hem with ftur eyes till 
they Vanished in the diftk. 

‘ They are gone,’ said Li\y with a 'deep-drawn 
sigh. ‘ Were they not like blessed souls journeying 
to the better land, where sorrow is not, nor death 
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nor t»in, and "tears are wiped away? How they 
must rftjoite., What lodging—what triumph \\ 

* Strangedto say, ,a similar .idea bad come to me. 
M/ soul \yas op«n t9 uplifting thought^ 

The silenqe.was baoken. ‘And presently we 
talftad .about the music of^he sea—the morfotonous 
rhythm of which seeiffc .ever $c\y. I coyiparetLthe 
rising and sinking of the waters to a’ pendulum, 
nf^isuring the ages of eternity.* 

And vve spoke of th*e wt>ndrtnis longing in the 
human *heart, ever reaching td that which is af£r, 
above, beyond ; making it re^lcss even ita the lap of* 
content. , 

Again we were silent, and then I.ily said : 

‘^dow beautiful that Uic sign of the Cross should 
overlook the sea frorfi this high cliff! How the sight 
of it must flash comfort acro’ss the deep, cheering the 
sailor yi time of trouble, perhaps, when he is*battling 
againit wipd and wave. The white cliff will be seen 
af 3 r, and the Ci;os 5 must seem to stretch forth arms 
of blessing, sending the message far and wide : “ licar 
not, for I have redeemed thee—thgu art mine!'” 

‘ But, Lily, not Everybody shares your feeling ; 
{his Cross', as, you call*it, to most sailors will be a 
mere flagstaff.’ , 

• ‘ Perhaps r so;’^he said ; t \but Christkn people are 
alike ip deepc*t Yeeling nevertheless.’ 

She paused, artid then continued, closing herTiands 
on my arm .unconsciously : 

. For my own* part,,I have often felt the {>ower 
of the (^r«ss, young as I am., I love to think of it 
as a symbol. Sometimes, when I am troubled* I 
need but call the thought of it to mind, and quiet i* 
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restored. It seems n\arvellous, but it is naturaPaftei 
all; (nr do we not know {Hat love for i?s brought ’ 
Him "to the Cros*.’ 

. 1 » , 1 

“,Can your heart even be troubled, Lily ?’ 

• ‘Yc's^oftA. It <k true I<bave everything to make 
me happy, but unrest ofton fills my soul. I suppose 
it ipust bc t so»whilc wfe arc in this life.’ 

She was’right: tffie heart of man will be battling 
for ’deepest rest to thi )ast. 

‘ But I have wlfat is*better than the Cross'to neip 
rite,’Lily continued, Vising and leaning agair-st it— 
*" His own dear name. ‘ Whatever trouble may come 
to me, I need but whisper that name, and peace 
straightway flows down upon me. His own peace, 
so full of healing : surely it ,'s blessed to call on Him 
in all things 1 Have you tried it, Philip ? Oh, do ; 
it is so easy to turn to Him with all our griefs and 
failings.* It needs but a word, a clinging , f o His 
name, and the blessing is given. I know ,’t If have 
found it so.’ , 

No, I could not Say I had tried ; at least never 
since I was wont to pray by Aunt Betty’s knee. 
But . . . what was that moving within, ktirring my 
deepest soul? . . Yes ... I would .listen, I vfould 
follow and try. 

The Good Shepherd/ standing 'at the door—-it 
was not His .atilt that salvation was" offered in vain. 

I heard Him knocking even then,'and His fear fell 
upon me. ’-Is ifThoui Lord-?’ I cried tremblingly, 

1 alas,' I am not ready ; T will let Thee in when the 
place is prepared !' And feebly I set about sweep¬ 
ing and garnishing it, keeping Him waitipg till it 
was too late. 
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MY letters arc becoming fe\\f and far between. I 
dread the effort more and more, though I feel urged 
to write. I yield, but only to be seized with an 
indescribable reluctance, ^nd 1 drop the pen in the 
midst of a sentence perhaps. 

this reminds me of Auntf Betty’s letters luckily. 
That will help me to catch a thread, for f assure 
you the very sight of ink is sickening to me. 
But the memory; of Aunt Betty#is like a refreshing 
breeze. , • 

Blow Aunt Batty's letters were ? very image of 
herself—bubbling over, candid, and sometimes queer, 
without tHe • faintest pretence at elaboration. She 
had no time for thought or composition, she said i 
and sfrfe wrote nofie but so-called confidential letters. 
But the fact w^s ^hat her missives ^omttimcs would 
produce the strangest confusion. 

I remember her coming flying itito # r*y mother’s 
rooip one day wifi* a' letter in her hand. 

‘She nyist be stark # staring mad!’ she cried ex¬ 
citedly. /What am I to do with Jemima’s Jumpers* 
Was there ever such a misunderstanding ?’ 
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We tried to calm |jer, and begged Vor an explana¬ 
tion. . I was a half-grown Jud at the time. Auntie ’ 
plunged into the,.subject. 1 i 

•yThere wks a poor sick woman* with, a handful 
of« children <vhom i assisted in supporting, while the 
husbapd served his term*for housebreaking'.. Sow, 
Jerpima wrote to me the other, day that the convict 
had returned—that'the wife had died, leaving him ps 
helpless as any of his ftabes. Woyld I suggest ikhat 
could be done ? *• ' „ * 

' ‘ I did the nearest thing at hand, despatching some 
money and begging her to send particulars as to 
age, sex, and the rest of it; I would try and find 
homes for them.’ 

‘The sex of the husband, auntie?’ I interposed 
roguishly. 

‘ Don’t interrupt md' with your nonsense, Philip. 
It is too much of a mess, and I am sure ,a great 
trouble to dispose of. Can you imagine that'stupid 
Jemima sending me .the whole lot pf them bodfty? 
There they are in' the housekeeper’s room, eight 
blessed souls, imagining I have homes for them in 
my pocket That hulking convict, above all things, 
smelling horribly of tobacco., What ^pvT to db?’ " 

* Perhaps you meant to write for particulars, and 
wrote for the family instead 1’ I sug^esjed. . - 

‘ How can yoij. be so stupid, Philip ? I am sure 
my fetters are as plain as ink ; no<- child could ,mis-, 
take their meaning. Jetnima ipust have lQst her head!’ 

The convict and His offspring, meanwhile, were 
solacing themselves in the housekeeper’s room, over¬ 
flowing with thanks, and nothing seemed further 
fmiTi their minds than the idea of ever leaving again. 
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Aunt Betty meantime running to and fro asking dis-t 
• tractedly*—‘ t Whht shoidjl she do with them?’ 

* • Howei^r, sfie found my fathgr coming ro the 
rescue, and the, misunderstanding proved prolj/k: of 
blessing, inasmuch as tjw forrrfcr housebreaker was ( 
bd&jr^'long started in a gourse of honcstyt^nd his 
flock of children cartel for. 

1 Y,ou have folfowtid me so*far, and I have tolcf you 
tliat evil desires, vainly Peeking to be gratified, arc an 
ever-bgrning fire here ; but td what extent this* is 
true you can scarcely conceive, not knowing hotf 
they are inflamed. It is imagination of course to 
which that horrible office pertains. Even on earth 
imagination may gain a dangerous ascendency; but in 
liejl it wields a terrible sway. It becomes a monstei 
of tyranny here, the soul bdng its helpless prey. 

Nothing mor? easy after all than to clotbe gloat¬ 
ing fancy with ascertain amount of reality; bring 
tWe conscious \yilf to bear, and.you have your desire 
—after a fashion-r-the table td glut at, the wine, the 
di?e, the handsome woman you cjivet. Hell is full 
of such things. But all i« worse than illusion. Oh, 
let fnc b& silent! ' It adding mockery to torture. 
You understand me, I think. The crime of Ixion 
asd. the fiery \»hcel of his agony fo«m together a 
true symbol pf’tHe condition of. multitudes of the 
losf. * 

Can yofy doubt that I rfm referring to my own 
.experience? Ha^e 1^ not'told you that I Vas a 
man of %:nsual bent,,and a slave to passion ? Do 
you imagine that either is mortified here? Ah^let 
me refrain! 
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I am no better thajji others here, except, perhaps, 
that at^ times I am overwhelmed with shame. • How. 
is it possible for qne who loved Lily—wha was loved 
by Kqr—to sirfk so low 1 , • 

.Yet {here hs one difference markipg; me out from 
at leasf* some others. J have a sure mdang.'/of 
lecoyering ^myself fr6m ther f tyranny , alluded to, 
imagination ‘itself \&!ng the means to that encj. 
Whenever the pure exalted ima^e ,of Lily rises ‘tjn, 
my soul, all evil passions kre assuaged the wild 
conflagration ceases, afcid once again I seem a,human 
teul. ... * 

‘ I am so tired*, Philip,’ she said, softly. And 
forthwith T stopped the mule that carried her. As 
a tender mother her ailing f .child, I lifted her from 
the saddle, depositing her gently on the mossy 
ground. We were near h bridge leading over Brook 
Cedron. " f 

‘ So tired.’ Oh, the sad sad fitory contained in 
these words ! But scyenteen, and ’always tired 1 I 
had, closed my hcar< to the painful testimony; I 
would not believe that so young life might 'tie 
taken. Yet I could not drive anxiety away entirely; 
again and again I was forged to faj;e the dfead 
reality. ‘ Life will probably ebb away in hemor¬ 
rhage,’ an English physician at Jaffrf’ftad said.' .'Be 
very careful; *a!ky pxertion or embti&npl excitement 
may tiring it on.’ ‘ , 

And I was t careful, keeping, her as tfye apple of 
my ejte. That journey through ‘he Holy Lapd, 
undertaken at her own urgent entreaty, was but one 
continuous attempt to make her happy. §he was 
the centre of a circle of love into which nothing 
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harmful was allowed to enter.* That I served her 
'was nattlrak .But Turks*and Bedouins even leaked 
uporf her vrfth worshipping a\ye. t Ah I deathless 
timet love and pain abounding! , • ' 

Wherever w e .went, she 1 founcf holy membries 6f 
Him^to.whom her heart harf been given ; He speak¬ 
ing to her through tb£ .Bible ,sh|: loved.. Nay^it 
*waj He that accompanied he^ from place to place. 

happiness was supreme..' 1 1 seem to be in 
heaven Already,’ she would sa(y to'nje. To her the, 
sun was rising and setting as in a dream, transfigur¬ 
ing all earthly things. The fleeting hoifrs to her 
were as mqments anticipating "eternity. 

It came, the dreaded spectre, like a thunderbolt 
frqm 5 cloudless sky—noUcarrying her off, but leav¬ 
ing qie hopeless with iear. 

She recovered a little, but what prospect was 
there of returning health? Her mind was easy, but 
anxiety* witl} me was'great As a drooping lily she 
was,'fair still and fragrant, holding her cup prayer¬ 
fully while she was «ble, but fast closing her petals 
in tfle faintness of <J eat L ‘ Lily, is tired,’ — the 
Heavenly GArdener,was transplanting her to Hjs 
Paradise above.,, * 

We were halting by the,royal brook—Lily nv 
memboring David'and a greater King^Fnat passed 
there. Jhe scenery is present with «ne' even no\y— 
every, stone, every Shrub of that hallowed spot 

Moriah was in view; wheje Solomofi’s temple 
once .stood, and that othpr temple built by Herod, 
where Omarb mosque new liftsJier minarets proudly. 
To our right lay the valley of Jehoshaphat, deep 
and narrow, a cleft between towering, mountains, the 

ao 
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rocks on the one side being fretted with innumer- 
able»*caves, the sepulchres t>f old, of kin^s 4 nd pro¬ 
phets. On ^thcf Mounts of Corruption f io our fe(*t a 
poferty-str^ken Jewish village cUngs to the 5 tecp 
incline.* At our feet wd^ the stony bed of Cedron, 
pantihg for its dried t up 1/aters ; the Mount of Olives 
w2s rising beyoncj,# a succession of gentle curves, 
leading onward to Qe^hseman^. A group of ancient 
olive trees marks thht sacfcd spot. The setting Stfn 
,was casting d^ep shadows, broken by streaks of 
dazzling light, acrbsj the valley, the top 'of Olivet 
only globing with a subdued radiance that was 
grateful to the eye. * , 

The place where we rested was in the shade 
entirely. A gentle breeze, but cool and refreshing, 
was playing about us. Lily gat still with folded 
hands { looking listless ; she was tired—tired to death 
perhaps. Her eyes closed. Oh how white she 
looked! and pure as a dying Madonna- Bht more 
alarming than hei^ pallor were these sudden flushes 
dverspreading her features, leaving her more white 
than before. 

. The mule and his attendant,had composed them¬ 
selves to sleep at a little distance. , I Happy boy ! ’ I 
said, looking at him, .adding involuntarily, ‘ Happy 
animal! ’ t '^he Turkish escort t en^aged for our safety 
lay smoking the inevitable hookah, cn blissful ignor¬ 
ance apparently of landscape beauty of human grief 
,Silencl was'becorping cfpp^es^ive • My Lily was 
not asleep, though her eyer. were'closed, an d I turned 
to her gently with a question : ‘ What ai^ you think¬ 
ing of ? ’ 

• My sins,’ she said, looking at me 
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‘Your sins!’ I echoed, refraining from what I* 
‘ was* gtiing tp a( 3 d, lest*! should pain her. . ^ ‘ 0 

Lily, my jlious chjld, they cap neither be grievous 
nof many,’ • , , • 

‘ Yes, Philip f she said eagerTy ; there !s no 6ne 
go^d save He. We ha*e all come shor?#of the 
glory, but God only ksdv^s howynych w t have sinned/ 
t ‘But what makes you tljinfc of sin'just qcyv?’ 
looked up surprised i TJifc gift was hers at any 
time t6 open my eyes. I knew what she mcaqt 
My ga*e went abroad over tfte peaceful expanse. 
Truly wliat spot could be more fitted to convince 
man of lys own worthlessness ? I bowed my head 
in'shame. • 

# ‘Dear friend,’ she continued, tremulous with emo- 
tioq, ‘ at this very moment I feel reproved ; even here 
wrong thoughts will assail the heart. A sudden 
longing had come to me that I might be spared a 
little ?ongo/, but I forgot to add, “ Thy will be done !” 
YtJu sec that was wrong, for \v^ ought to yield our¬ 
selves to Him entirely, believing that our Father 
knows best, else We cannot be His*childrcn.’ 

An indc^cribably’bittcr’ feeling of anger and !plf- 
will fosc in tny^cart; vhat knew I of giving up the 
will for the gaiq Of sonshipj 1 My eye involuntarily 
soaght the Mussulman, apd the evji* spirit said : 

‘ Bettc^ be a Turk outright j ’ But chastening, sor- 
.row,was at Jiand.'and I said gently : 

‘ Surely you may^live ; do^ot sJtdderf your heart 
with such thoughts. Q Lily, my good little sister, 
my owq,/think of thye love, that would keep you 
here 1 ’ » 

‘I do’ she said, with a smiley like sunbeams 
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•breaking through cloyds, ' love here is precious; but 
a better love awaits me bejfcnd.’ 1 t • • . . 

Another pau^;, but would not—I could not B? 
sil<?ht, and I 6ontinued : 

•‘The*desire to t iive cannot be „wfong, sweetest 
Lily. JLet it be very prejpnt with you, and you&ill 
'see it fulfilled* Gojl flimselfljps planted the love of 
life Jn our hearts ; ft cannot be sinful, then, to cliijg 
to it. Do not wrong .yourself; there never avaS »a» 
less self-willed beirfg than you, so unselfish and good. 1 

‘ So Jthe brother’s love would think,’ she said, 
looking at me tenderly ; ‘ but you arc right in this ; 
my feelings were not selfish though self-willed. It 
is not for my own sake I would wish to live—I was 
thinking of others. Philip, darling, can you under¬ 
stand that I would like to live for your sake ? _ 

know you will miss me more than any—you, my one, 
my truest friend 1’ . , 

Had I been alone with her I <would have sunk at 
her feet in a transpo-t of worship ; as it was I could 
but stammer : ‘ Lily, I shall die T you leave me ! ’ 
Again we spoke not But silence now was 
sweetened. I had seen heaven opened. 

Her face was veiled in .-solemn jjeriousness. I 
kr;ew she was battling it out in her joul. But even 
the trouble conflict ,could not clouji her trust in 
God v She saw the palm of victory,, reaching forth 
her Kand to seize it, for I heard hor murmur: * Jhy 
will, Lord, no r t mine! ’ 

T?et the crown was not fully hers at that monjent, 
it seemed ; she rose suddenly, saying with quivering 
Bps: * It must be sin which prevents the full gift of 
peace. , Surely ty is wrong to cling to life! . . . But I 
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am ready to go v . . and I fcfcl stronger now. Let* 
tis rfto$e <5n.’» 

I took hold v.i *ucr nang«with A gentle pressure, 
saying:—I knovf not how I could frame ^ich words!— 

‘ Lily, my own, it is not the world you feel *bouncf to 
—and* surely such love As yours is far frcftn sin ! 
How can you feel gu>l!y. and trebled 1‘ • 

I She looked at mc^ with a fceavcnly ]|gj lt g] e4na { n g 
1d,^ief eyes. I felt it of. the*time, but understood 
not such beauty, not knowing the victory it promised. 

‘I db feel sinful, but not gobbled,’ she said, ‘for, 
I can trust Him, and He knows it. . . . Lbok, Philip,’ 
she contiaued, turning to the Uried-up brook, ‘ can you 
count these pebbles, great and small ? Innumerable 

tlfey, are the sins^ of the world. But the foot of 
Him has passed h^re when ( He sorrowed even unto 
death. The sins of all were laid upon Hirq—mine 
too. He has taben them away ; they cannot trouble 
me!' ’ 

We went on beyond Cedr<\n, ascending Olivet, 
anc^ reaching Gethsfcmane. The garden is enclosed 
with a low stone’wal 1 , and contains* eight olive trees 
of great aptiquity. , Yhc s{>ot where Judas betrayed 
his f,ord witb^a kiss Is fenced in separately, and 
evfen the Turks ( deem it accursed. We stopped 
beAeath those treps,,the same, no dorjrt, which saw 
the Saviour wrestle in awful agony when He drank 
• thf cup that; men'might go frfe. 

Lily wa v knr.elirjg in earnest devotion, praying 
for -submission, arid, I doubt not, praying for me. 
Peace was’given her there and then, shinirjg like a 
halo from her brow as she rose—‘ Thy will be done’!’ 

But my soul was barren of prayer. I felt, ready 
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'to curse my weakness«which had agreed to this 1 pil¬ 
grimage through the Holy Aand. 'I lqnged for- oui 
far-off home; life tfyeje, I imagined, Blight fratfe 
smfl*d ypon ils, whereas death sjarei me ip the face 
at Vvery turn on th^ sac red soil. . , 

We%*took the shorte* way back, passing ^St. 
'Stephen’s ,G^e, ajid, follo^ftig the Via Dolorosa 
thrqugh the town. * That road is full of holiest 
remiqjscences ; the jttattorium where the crowri oi 
thorns was plattecf and the Holy One mocked By 
sinful n\cn—the ‘ E&ce Homo’ arch, when* Pilate 
pointed to the Saviour saying, ‘ Behold the man !’— 
the spot where Mary, meeting her divine Son as He 
carried the Cross, fainted for. grief—and that other 
spot where the Lord, turning to the wailing womep 
that followed Him, said: ‘Daughters of Jerusalem, 
weep not for me, but weep for yourselves and for 
your children!’—and lastly, the-place whpre the 
saintly Veronica wiped His holy forehead with her 
veil. Here we turned aside; but the road leads’on 
to *Calvary. * 

This then was the Via Dolorosa! A road of 
sor/ows for me as well. tf But riot of Him I thought 
who once went this way as - the Lan^b ‘to be 'Slain. 
I grieved for myself only, and ncy- a thought -of 
comfort I foBfd on that,road. H^5w, $hen, should I 
be comforted here? 

It seemS fitrahge tliat I never thought of visiting 
the so-called city of the Je;ws, which is one of the 
greatest sights in hell., It is pot spoken of, as Jeru¬ 
salem here ; but I doubt not it is the actual city 
which bore that .name on earth. At any rate, I can 
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neves think of ?t without straightway calling to mind 
.t|ie city I Jcnew. * 4 5 

• burmyg* dejire laid /iold of me suddenly*to gc/ 
to Jerusalem. What though* it tvas a town of sorrows 
to me, I fiad Lily thcre^ It sterns i* m/ powjer 
oncj agtin to see the places I visited with fcer; to 
traverse the narrow vajjey of Jehoshaphat; (o rest 
by the bridge leading' oter Cdkbn; tb, follow the 
rojijj of sorrows fronuGabbatta;to Golgotha; a/id, if 
so •blinded, to lay me dov.rn by thg way at the* rich 
man’s gate—another Lazarus. 

And yet if that city be Jerusalem in truth, it 
must be a city ruined and undone. There must be 
a great difference between Jerusalem of old and 
Jeru.^ilem after its, fall. But what is that to me? 
Whatever the city may hW come to here, it cannot 
be So utterly changed that I *hall not recognise the 
places I once saw with Lily by my side. 

I cannot rest f and though light be fast decreas¬ 
ing* I am ikged toigo. What though it be but vain 
imaginings which drive me thitfxr, there is a miser¬ 
able satisfaction in obeying the behest 

But let gie make,inquiries first'concerning that 
strangest of cities. • Far away though it be, surely 
there are people here who can tell me something 
about it! 
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Far away^ and separated from the continent of hell 
by an immeasurable waste, lies the great city of the 
Jews—a world apart And there, in perpetual cycles, 
the dread history repeats itself, from the catastpophe 
of Golgotha to the finaf destruction. Upon tlie 
sacking of Jerusalem the whole is engulfed in dark¬ 
ness ; but daylight reappearing, the wheel of history 
has run back, once more to begin the awful period. 

Any one entering the city as the night is dispelled 
finds the Jewish people overwhelmed with horror at 
the recent deed. The awful words keep sounding 
about them: ‘His blood be on uj and on pur children!’ 
They seem aware that a terrible thing h^s been done 
—that a terrible retribution is at hand. Jerusalem 
trembles. Jhose who Have taker, part in bringing 
about that most fearful of crimes ever perpetrated 
by man, but whose consciences are not seared en¬ 
tirely, raise, the ,questlon whether, after all, He was* 
the Son of God whom they ^ratified; they smite 
upon their breast and rend their garments. 

Even the chief priests and elders, hardened though 
they be, are disturbed But they flatter themselves 
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with the consolation that the fepulchre is made sure. 
•As* the grejt Sabbath*,breaks, behold them goiijg 
forth to *he gartjen with f Caiapljas at their head. 
Pale are their fiaces^ and bloodshot thbir eyes they 
grind their tet^h, but £atan ifpholds* them ! The 
thVge.crosses from Golgotha look down updp them ; 
but not one,of those,«men daje^ lift ^in,eye to thS 
olace where they hanged Him*on the free. Where 
> Mtheir priestly dignity ? See how they snatch up 
tfteir hang clothing and fasten aface to the tomb I 

Haying reached it they sccVn satisfied ; it is all 
as it should be. The watclf is there, die seal un¬ 
touched^ and the stone in its place. 

The great Sabbath has come. But never was 
# thefc less of Sabbath jcy in Jerusalem. A cloud is 
UQon the people; they all wish the festal time were 
past Their thoughts rod’m away from symbolic 
actiorv The unleavened bread has lost i?s sweet¬ 
ness* the blood of the paschal lamb is clotted in 
tlfeir hands as.th'ey endeavour to put it upon the 
lintel of their hou.«es. The angel of death does, not 
pass by ; he is among them ; they know it in their 
hearts. 

But see; they shake off the stupor. As a stroke 
of lightning thje news has fallen upon them that, the 
Crucified Oge Whs risen. ^The words* of life sound 
as a death-knell in their ears., liut is it true? 
Corroborative evidence is loud on all sides ; there 
is no gainsaying the vondrous evtnt, 'They hasten 
towards the sepulchre., It is empty, and the" stone 
rolled (rom the door., 

Pilate is one of the very first to whorrf the nows 
is taken. His evil conscience ha$ told hijn to ex- 
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pect the worst; and Jo, the worst h&s happened! 
There is a God to raise the righteous, even.frotn .the, 
grave, h\id to destroy the workers of fniqui^y. Pilate* 
trembles at every sound ;* each mon^ent, he thinks, 
must bring thfc avenger to Jij s door. He looks for 
his wife t «the abject coward, and hears her cry'. ‘Jtfj- 
dreaqp—O my^dreamt 1 Alas,*that thou deliveredst 
this Just One into tfilfr hands !’ 

But the high priest!- hnd eldefs are not so easi&jl, 
dauntSd. They quickly spre'ad the tale that the bocfy 
of’the Nazarene had/been stolen away by H,is dis¬ 
ciples, wfio t invented, they said, the story of His 
resurrection. They bribed the watchmen to accuse 
themselves before Pilate of having slept at their 
post; and the cowardly governor : s glad to accept 
the lie, thrusting the unhappy men into prison to' 
case his mind. 

But the marvellous account is not so easily sup¬ 
pressed. Again and again it is said, the Son of-Man 
is risen indeed, and has been seen’by many! And 
the chief priests know’ not how to help themselves; 
the high council forbids the very mention of HiiYi 
who was crucified. 

By degrees the terror lessens', life in the Sty- 
runs its wonted course. Like starded sheep the 
people follow, their accustomed leaJers, and 'these 
fail not to apply the balm of sei’f-iighfeousness to 
every “wound. Hypocrisy flourishes yielding the 
fruits of deaths The whited sepulchres spread th'e 
corruption hidden withiri, and sodn the whole body 
of the people has sickened with uncleanriess. It is 
fas*- becoming a dead tarcass,' and the eagfes, the 
worms, will have it for their prey. 
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Pilate has Sisappeared. TJiere have been other, 
• governors .after Mm, mqjre capable of ruling than he. 
And the people find it out to their, hurt THfty are 
a butt to, cruejty and ddrisibn, till «they cay.no 
longer bear ij. The f^pies o< insurfcctien shpot 
alcS^ ,!he heated passiogs breaking loose; but 
Jerusalem’s jvorst en^iey is within her own wa^ls—• 
tjpe fury of discord. Wildly tfitf "people *rave against 
«ee<h other; no c/irrife so hidloAs but it is comihftted 
against vyry brothers. Jerusalem’s last hour^ls at 
hand. ,The enemy storms her vails, breathing vcfi- 
gcance and destruction; the tflid has comp of trouble* 
as of hatred—an awful end. The horrors of that 
siege have never bcen.equalled. 

, A night of death envelops the scene; the history is 
played out, to bcgin’again with each recurring dawn. 

The day was far advanted when I entered the 
city. ,The final catastrophe was at hand. The 
enmity within had,reached its height; hopeless dis- 
ccfrd was Vhmp^nf. Hypocrisy and hatred against 
the common enemy without \erc the only bonds 
uniting the seedling mass. Deceit, treachery, un¬ 
chaste living, perjifty, m*irder, and all manner of 
Sorcery, Ihowyd tHeir unblushing front. And yet to 
outward appearance it continued the proud city of 
David. GJpriofosly as ever the hoh* hill of 2?ion 
lifted her b^Jtlernents, and on,Moriah rose the 
tergple in splendour unsurpassed. Piety in* long 
garments stpod about »the stftcts, making prayers for 
,a pretence; crowd's of pedple passed to add fro 
from yid 'synagogues. Devoutness in fact made 
itself conspicuous everywhere. Among *the pigus 
inscriptions adorning the dwellings py way of proving 
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, the peculiar sanctity qf their inhabitants, I was struck 
with one especially, which ptcurred far oftenir than 
any oilier, so th^t I nqeds must take it as sigtiiA- 
cant *—Godlirfess is gain / It seented, indeed, aS if 
th* people ifrere running •a f 'ter both - these jointly, 
looking* upon godliness r« a means, upon gairf as 
•the fovetetj result, and deeding no cunning too great 
to obtain it* ' ^ 

ky heart quaked I stole through the crow&fti’ 
streets. This, theft, was Jerusalem 1 Oh hbw dif¬ 
ferent from the city4 had known, and yet hew like! 
c It was the same old Jerusalem of the time when the 
Saviour went about in it teaching and healing. The 
Saviour —ay, at every step thi thought of Him rose 
to my mind, to the forgetting even of Lily. Ncrg 
surely there must be men who can tell of Him. Hut 
first of all I would follow that road from Gabbatha 
to Golgotha—alas, with other feelings than might 
have been possible on earth! I needed a guide, and 
stopped the first Jew I met on the way. But he 
brojee from me gruffly with a sneer, so did another, 
and yet another. , And presently I ‘Was buffeted on 
even mentioning the Via Dolorosa. I suppose they 

took it for Latin and believed me to be a Roman. 

% 

At first I saw in their rudeness merely their pro¬ 
bable dislike V) me as a stranger; Before long, how¬ 
ever, I could not tyut accept the fact that in all that 
city no one could be found who had any knowledge 
concerning the Sen of Mary. • He was forgotten— 
forgotten entirely. False prophets ’had risen in His. 
stead, to whom they had listened. ’ 

There was nothing left for me but to iry and 
find the yay unaiped. 
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I»tumed avfay in the direction of Brook Cedron, # 
(jndiji& thp very'place Jpv the bridge where once L 
rested witl^ Lil/. On tnat spot I would rist m€ 
now—alas, rest ^ could not* ;* I only stepped ! # , 
There I sat, silent and,alone,*but content‘was far 
awlty ^ Memories of Li!y # were neither mote vivid 
nor more real; longing only i»as increased fcnfold.* 
I had been anxious to ‘revisit* ♦fie hof>% scenes, and 
f<jtpid t them fraught With disappointment But*s?nce 
existence to me was dne .great disillusion,"tvhat 
matter^l it! Jerusalem was byt 1 grave, forsakdh 
of the Spirit, estranged from Clod, a pre^ to hatred, 4 
a dead body given over to tlje undying worm. The 
souls peopling it were # the ghosts of an awful past, 
living in the destruction they had called down, 
^’hat could I have foun3 there to yield me even a 
shadow of content?? I had come thither to find 
myself # in a likq damnation. Fool that I«was to 
expeot it otherwisej But we never learn by experi- 
enee ; we &d not bn earth—w^ cannot in hell! 

Faint at heart,,I grovelled hay way back to the 
cit£, and came vpon scenes of excitement A new 
governor l^d arrived, thejast but one appointed by 

Rome, anti was miking,a splendid entry. * 

*• 

, I, Was anxiotfs to see Something gf one of the 
most remarkable^cifies in hh*ll, the citaf of Politicians, 

# 9 ^ 

called ^lso the town of Injiftticc. Thither I nlbved. 

* £)n the *road I met, the strangest pgxession—a 
most extraordinary tnachine Being wheeled aloitg by 
a rabble conspicuous f<5r scarlet caps, and howling 
frightful^. On the fop of the structure «I behej^l, 
sitting as on a throne, a man gearing the most 
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, elegant apparel of £aris fashion and last cehtury 

t tyle. The hair slightly,(powdered pnd carefully* 

rran^ed, the nfektie scrupulously white and *erh- 
broitiered, the velvet coAt both costly aqd genteel, 
the cuff? of fece setting off hands jjcjicately shaped 
like a woman’s, the silke?, hose, the shoes tr'qn,^ith 
'bow, and buckle,— woiild onewjot take §uch outward 
signs as the indek of a disposition fastidiously 
refined? But no, hA ,*s satiated jvith blood,.wfcrtse 
thari^Ncro himself, his-triumphal car on fhe‘present 
occasion being an adibulant guillotine. 

Have ypu recognised him ? 


Still thirsting for blood, this graceful^ image of 
gentility ; but hell yields nothing for the quenching 
of thirst, not even blood. ,He is ^always looking ^t 
people’s necks, as shown by his very compliments, 
such as they are. ‘ Sirf he says,’‘your neck is very 
fine. Madam, allow me to congratulate you ,qpon a 
lovely throat 1 ’ Followed by his creatures, k very 
hangman's company, he likes to r'idq abroad amdng 
thq people, upon whom he look* as a kind of raw 
material for his philanthropic experiments. But the 
common folk make faces «at hitn, calling-him a fool 
possessed of a harmless mania. ' No,.one’ is dfrai'd 
of him now, for power oyer necks is, not given him 
here; the une^tisfied craving is his^puqishment*akso. 
Still he ha^a cifcle of friends'and, followers who 
share? his notions with regard to tffe general rotten¬ 
ness of society and the need of sanguinary revolution. 
They are sorry for his clisappoinfment, and whenever 
he has fixed upon a place for his beloveci 'guillotine, 
they ver/ kindly offer fiim their necks for decapita¬ 
tion ; thp procet^ure, mind you, being without hurt 
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or harm to tlffemselves,—the sprt of thing which use<j 
,to Jja dqne in‘Astleyjp theatre. But their good- ' 
uatured ijiake-^elieve cannot satisfy him, # *simj€y 
bscause there i§ no sheddihg of bloods 

It was a long jourjiqy I h*d undertaken, asd I, 
pfcscd by a town looking a very necropolis. Dark 
and mute it rose u£#>n a diSmal flat No wipdow, 
no door, showed life wfthin ; nbt a solinS was heard, 

• i»d Jhough gate,s stood opeft fiot a soul cam£ forth. 
(5nce,«twke I walked abound,—not a living creature 
in sigjit. I kept wondering, ^ill *a stray gliost Ex¬ 
plained to me the strange Appearance., It was th? 
town of the Inquisition, h£ said ; adding that not 
long since a powerful.king of Spain, with unheard-of 
splendour and £► great. retinue, had made his entry 
into that town. • 

‘ Shall I, or slftill I not )' 

I £ame to the conclusion that where hiss Catholic 
Majssty had gone, I might venture. 

• But a!the gatb I came upqn a placard sufficiently 
startling. Thus it ran : — 


*" AUTODAFp. OF [T.CULIAR INTKRF.STl 

• | , 4 

* Whereas %s most Catholic Majesty, the powerful 

^rote^tor of the Jdoly Inquisition, has graciously promised 
tfl be burnt slivejafter most,«royal and fftquisitc torture; 
and whereas syt hundred heretics wijl waif on his Majesty 
at ^he* stake : the sublime spectacle of their witnesSng his 
Passing to tfie nether firs is herewith swinoun^ed, the setting 
in scene being strictly in keepirfg with helf’ 

A §frange announcemeftt to be sure*! But.no 
doubt he had come to his own f place, that much- 



320 


LETTERS FROM HELL. 

---------- » - ■ ,—-- 

lamented king of Spain, and the town was even bow 
m-eparing to greet him* right pyallyv 
v Should I indeed go in t * I hesitatM^ Still, l 
doubted not tjmt*evert the worst In that city might 
be Jjomd i a«d, on r the other hand, thaf placard 
exerciser^ a kind of demoniac infliiefice ov«r tfy 
imagination. I must see that ^ight! 

Tfiis, theh* Vas tRo‘ second ‘ holy ’ city I had the 
honotif of visiting, and *in truths there is a peculi^J 
likeness between th<jm. v WIfat the City of De^tru#- 
tioti is to the Jewtsh people, the town of the Inqui¬ 
sition ma£ be said to bo to Christendom. 

A shudder went through me as I entered. Auto¬ 
matically the gates swung on their hinged,' closing 
with an ominous shriek. Those gates, strange^ to 
say, stand open like a yawning .grave to him who' 
approaches, falling to behind him who has gone ih. 
There I »was in the town of crooked streets and 
death-breathing atmosphere. The high houses'have 
the fewest of windows, and those are proCded with 
iron bars, prison-likef Horror seemed to dwell 
within. Mysterious figures went gliding through 
the •gloomy thoroiighfares, wrapped in long cowls, 
and hoods over their heads, with two roupd starng 
holes for the eyes. Are they dead m£h risen from 
their graves ? . And here and thete 1 a procession 
meets me, either of dismal penifcenbe, Bffering the 
most horrible examples of fanatical self-torture, or of 
thanksgiving,, more dismal still, accompanying con 
demned sufferers to the scene of thfir public agony. 
Pomp and vanity here also, fdhsooth 1 But the only 
thing which brings life Into the stagnation df that 
city is an autodafi. 
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'tyie inhabitants one and all are people who at 
one time or another were servants of the Inquisi¬ 
tion/ Otlierti njay en&r if they are so nundeejf 
I ipyself being onb of the. few fcfclh^rdy who did 
so. 

•Jhia city df fhc Inqufeftion is as a grave enclosing 
a tefrible secret For no one knows who, in Jiccord-, 
ance with thS verdict *of* an uniyeown /tribunal, Shall 
b|jhe next to be digged t® post horrible torture. 

onp is safe,* not even *tho^e who holcW-Jiigh 
position in*the mysterious comqiurHty—possibly tl*c 
most zealous votaries of a fanatical church. The, 
very members of the secret tribunal are hot safe !— 
for he wlfo lately sentenced his neighbour to cruel 
and pxquisite tortyre may be the very one to suffer 
tfbxt. Their fate lays liold of them secretly and 
swiftly—fate P nay, but a just retribution. They 
are dragged from their hiding-places and brought to 
the b*?. They shall give an account of their faitli 
Ttey are Utterly unable ; no one can do so in hell. 
They are judgdd accordingly ,■» but, be it noticed, 
thair very judgfs are equally unable to confess 
their faith. 

• • 

And *o\v for torture! Whatever of horror^ of 
cruelty, has be?* invented on behalf of the Inquisition, 
is ^11 known heH and applied to the fullest extent 
The victims Sre Disembodied spirits : *£rjic, but their 
imagirf&tion i £ kpenly alive to the torment • On 
ear£h they*raved agajnst hapless , humanity ; now 
they rave ag*ains1» t or»e another, each being judge and 
victim in # turn. The/ wind up with the stake. 
But altlfobgh the fire has no flame, and although the 
miserable wretches are unable to burn, they none 

I * 
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the less suffer in the spirit the excruciating agojiy of • 
dying on a slowly consuming pyre.. f 

t Tk end of all is horrdr unspeakable. Soul$ do 
noj live herp; 'they' tremble aftd quake. Evqi I 
shared Ip th* comrpon sensatiofi, although I tried to 
console, myself that in such respedt, ’ at any ra)e, I 
was gTailtless, having never joined, directly' or in¬ 
directly, irf rdigioift* 'perseciltio'n. But‘no matter— 
sin£e*I was there, I spOmed in 2 like damnation. ^ 
How frightful was the lienee—the lull b?fore'an 
sftvful storm! For,the city was preparing for the 
climax bf her existence. It was plainly evident 
that the aiitodaft was about to take place. Muffled 
figures kept gliding from the houses, moving away in a 
self-same direction. I need but follow them to reach 
the scene. But as my souf called up the picture 6f 
what was to be acted, by the most Catholic king 
amid six hundred heretics, a horror fell upon me. 

I could not—I dared not—witness the spectacle. 

I turned and fled as if death in the shape of .the 
holy Hermandad itself were at pay heels. Happily 
I escaped from the town, the cold cjrops on my fore¬ 
head, my knees Shaking with anguish. I fell in a 
swoon as soon as the terrible gat# closed behind me 
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GIGANTIC structures in earth's parlance^ may mean' 
the Pyramids, or the great, works of Babylon and 
Nineveh,'or some Chinese wall of later date. I 
hav? not seen any of these wonders, or their ruins 
Either, but I venturo to assert that their importance 
dwindles into nothing by ihe side of the growing 
edifice called tjic city of Politicians hera And 
that ‘fabric is rajsed in a single day, meaning 
the space* bctwcetl one hell njght and another. I 
call it a day; it may be months, years—I know not. 
'Gty,' let me tell you, is an inappropriate term, since, 
although ^ dwelling»place,of many, it is but a single 
masi, ever .added ’to, tyut never finished. Between 
ope darkness’ and another, it reaches colossal 
dynqr/sions, to break down at last^n a heap of 
shapeless rufn, 'Night puts'a stop to thi work, which 
is begtm afresh wjth every succeeding dawn ; ybt not 
qfoite afresff fc the foundations being,the # simc once for 
all. Indeed it i§ # tlifey which ’cause the ever-reeftrring 
downfall for, extensive as they are, covering an 
area o? # * unlimited vastncsl, they arc hopelessly 
rottea Who laid them is a mysjery ; if one may 
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£uess, it must have been Satan himself. 0 But however 
that may be, those foundations have survive^ thrqugh 
ages df superstructure and ruin. There'^re passages 
through therm in all directions, and .holes where the 
workers'dwel!—something like tne catacombs. 

The r ‘ city ’ then rise^ on this base. All £he 
statesmen in hell have duty h/^re as master-builders, 
and of workman thferi is no lack ; millions there are, 
—hell continually disgoTging them on this spot, apd, 
like "Bees they bring their’building materials with 
them, working together in virtue of a common 
1 instinct like those insects. 

You have heard it said of this man or of that, 
that his conscience is turned to a stone. Now this 
is no mere figure ot speech ; such sayings embody 
an awful truth. It is a terrible'thing, my friend, td 
have a stone where the conscience ought to Be! 
Every deceitful act, every deed of injustice or want 
of mercy, helps to petrify your conscience. - And 
some people’s heart 1 ! are so deadened ‘•■that evwy 
righteous feeling had' been displaced by a stone of 
that kind. No one is free from these dead weights,-— 
no* one who comes hither , at le#st,—and some drag 
such loads about with them,, that* the marvel is they 
continue alive. Now this city is built of such stones. 
Some souls tfcere are whose one occupation iv is,to 
free their hearts of the petrifying load. Free? but 
it is hopeless trying; and though stones upon stones 
be added to the rising structure, the dtony heart 
cannot here be changed. One? phds this out by 
experience only ; but some there aie, so loaded with 
injustice, and so anxious to get rid of it, that no 
experience will convince them. 
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The head and corner-stone* are furnished by tho 
•mafteV-biJilders, ( the fortier experts in statesmanship, 
ft *is simpfy astounding toehold ithe overwhelming 
weights produced by men of their antecedents.** In¬ 
deed, pnc requires the insight obtained here in oftler 1 
tolform an idea as to tUc extent of treachery, in¬ 
justice, and*subtle craft,-they 'yeye capable of in the 
tfavs of their earthly life. /\mong tne’in are.tp be 
fdund the greatest wroqgdoefi the world cvp^ pro¬ 
duced.’ No one has a mdre unlimited scope (or 
evil than statesmen, not excepting kings ; and their^ 
responsibility is awful. For a man might be born 
heir to some crown and coiild not help it; but no 
man can be a statesman without of his own free 
avill* undertaking a rulef’s duties. They knew what 
they engaged in ^nd have no excuse. The welfare 
of millions was in their hand—the power of blessing 
or cursing; add how did they use it ? Look at 
history—,nay, e#unine the present time. They 
seem to believe, these men, t!\at in the interest of 
politics, as they call it, any amount of evildoing*will 
pass. Justice ?—it Js an empty sound. The welfare 
natiotjS?—thepower'*of the state is more than 
that. They •»Relieve themselves exempt from all 
Ihws, moral oncfivine,—imagining God, if He judges 
tfieih at a^, v^lll, judge Ahem acceding to some 
special stand-ird of right and wrong. Treacherous 
(jefcling, tyranny? and armetf force were their chief 
ideas of governing, no matter hdw miny unknown 
•subjects mjght Suffer sruel hardship. And behold, 
the world’s perversity judges them by the glittering 
tinsel Of success, calling him greatest who Out¬ 
manoeuvres all others in perfidyi-diplonmcy is the 
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current expression ; kut things are < called by tlieir 
flme nayie here. It is quitiS apparent .in *hefl that* 
some of the greatest. orynes easth evei 4- witnes5e<3 
werfi*committed in behalf of the st)-called higher 
tart5 of cfiplomacy, and that s6me of the gj-eatgst 
delinquents are to be /ourfd among the starrod «fnd 
gartered officq-bcai£i?i who', ire the right hand of 
kings., 

Hyirthe chief duty oY'thest; master-builders cofisi^S 
in, seeing the prqfusion'of material, their own and 
^hat of others, properly disposed. This offers real 
difficulty ; «for each of these ex-statesmen very 
naturally has his own plan to go by. No two of 
them ever agree, even though they should find them¬ 
selves stationed side by side. But sometimes they* 
are separated, say a hundred miles, from one another. 
Imagine, then, the circumference of the city, and try 
to imagine these statesmen—one here, one there— 
building away, heedless of each other. T,his is the 
reason why the state -s never accomplished. I say 
‘state,’ for the latent idea is toTorm a state, and 
whyn it is finished to choose a king. There are 
numbers of landless sovercfgns loa^ng abou^ the out-, 
skirts of the city, dreadfully anxious, to‘be chosen. 
1 have spoken of those miserable crown-bearers in a 
former letter. r 

Oyr statesmen are sufficiently awaie of the diffi¬ 
culty of their undertaking ; they are for .ever send¬ 
ing despatches in all directions, now cajoling, now 
threatening, as they hope to gain 'their end. And 
their ambassadors creep about from one Vcjrt—I 
mean building-station—to another ; but no amount 
of diplomatic perfndy avails, and nothing remains but 
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to call a congress at last, yut since there is no. 
aeulral ground in all tl*f city itself, they fix upon J 
certain mind islantj in the .black fiver whicfT laves 
thd base of thistbui^ding ground. In V>rder,to»gain 
that island th^yJiave ■no.clioice But to tfy the experi- 
meftt of swimming. Now one would imagine our 
noble diplomatists t(*«bp very M h to lej ^ 1C filthy* 
water touch their august persons. \Ait far frogi it, 
•Ttfeydike it'! (Yoif reipcmh(4 that the black river 
is fed * by, all the refuse of 'injustice and falsehood 
oozingrdown from the world.^ *4t is quite $ sight, I 
assure you, to see them sprawling in tjie horrible* 1 
water. They have reached *thcir own element, it is 
plain; and like A setof schoolboys in a mill-pond, 
thej^ flounder abofct quit* lustily. 

,No sooner arc th*ey landed, however, than behold 
our dignified statesmen ! THe congress is inaugurated 
with due solemrfity, each plenipotentiary falling into 
his place yith singular adroitness, and agreeing with 
peculiar suavity that a commoj plan of action must 
b^ arrived at But there unanimity stops. Innum¬ 
erable proposals’ are made and # rejected, mutual 
jealously rendering' £oncoiti impossible. One motion 
presently irfeej^ with acceptance : let each representa¬ 
tive try and w-»rk out his part towards the gcnpral 
aitn. 1 Great, hopes ( are air^l, and thort'esult is truly 
ridiculous. T^ie completed, scherrye proves the most 
deplorable /arragb; but no one is prepared to give 
up his individuaj position, arjd tht* erd*is confusion. 
•Vainly the_ most* impressive speeches are delivered 
about th? incomparable bene^fits of simple honesty in 
politics ^ about the infernal balance of power, without 
which the greatest revolutions and rJiost hopalcss com- 
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.plications are to be drgaded; about the eternal laws of 
Vie nature of things ; about^ ihe duties of politic* in a 
Beneficent sense, ^nd t tlje moral power cf the ruling 
creed ip modem times,‘which,brands with infatny 
mere bnJtal ‘force ; ‘about, the high.state of culture 
arrived.*at in this nineteenth century, which ajbne 
‘ought to govern all^ocial questions ; about principles 
of action wlfiAi shovild not be set aside even in hel^; 
about^sacred rights w.hich must he upneld at 
sacrifice. In short, no parliament on ejirth could 
develop .greater bofnbast than a meeting: of ex¬ 
politicians .here. But result there is none, and 
nothing remains but to raise the congress. 

Before separating, however, there is the usual 
exchange of compliments— a prolusion of gratitude 
for mutual helpfulness and invaluable assistance, in 
unravelling difficult points. The congress, in fact, is 
pronouriced a success; the trumpets are sounded, 
and newspapers sing paeans to the deep penetration, 
the rare discernment, and ingenious sagacity of the 
great leaders in whom was vested the confidence, of 
nations. 

The plenipotentiaries,-duly'elated, .etire with 
amiable expressions of friendly feeling on behalf ot* 
their respective cabinets* which, however, does not 
prevent them, in swimming back, from casting up 
the muddy waters,against each other., So mych for 
the congress. 

And the-building continues. Time passes. It is 
long since the radiance of e Paradise has last been 
seen; light is ebbing away. But they qudd and 
btild out of their own stony hearts and consciences. 
The structure anses, an informal mass; the higher 
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it reaches, the plainer becomes the fact that it cannot* 
•startd.* They have justfabout attained the crowning 
cupola, wltfch is *chieved < by dirjt of innumerable 
strokes of. policy—yhen, behold, the t&weriog ittuc- 
ture collapses, with sf thundering crash* heard in the , 
farthermost regions of hdl I Each stone Is flying 
back to its owner, a»d pries o{ ejespair die away in* 
^common wail. Nothing remains but’the gigantic 
‘ftyfindation the+>ui1der% havc*fled in horror, [e^ving 
the ab}cct» kings cowering ifi mi*e[y, like Marius pf 
old on»the ruins of Carthage^ *1t is night,.and hcll^ 
is overwhelmed with the stillness of dcatlvthe terrors 


of darkness ever and anorf being broken by the 
wailings of desolate kings. 



PATTER XXX. 

t 

Light has all but vanished. My thoughts keep 
wandering back to Lily*—my one chance of, attaining 
at least a semblance of peace. • 

How sweetly she bore up against illness tfhilg 
she was able ; what patience, what fortitude was hfrs, 
to quiet our apprehensions 1 

But she grew restless at last. * We thought of 
returning to Europe as speedily; as posable j she, 
however, entreated tp be taken back to Bethlehem, 
and we could not refuse her. With all possible care 
we had set abouj- the journey, yel were fearful of 
consequences on reaching our destination, though 
Lily assured us she felt better and only needed Vest 
f Hours she passed reclining on a little terrace by the 
convent wall.vhere I had spread a:can v as to protect 
her from the sun, < T sitting near her; indeed I hardly 
left her now, and may well say thac I wqs sorrowful. 
unto death.' Jt \Vas th\ere that, for the last time, she 
told me a story, making an effort as though to ptove 
her fitness. Her last story 1 It was not 1 ,the effort 
that overcame her—her happy smile, the sweet 
cadence <of her voice said so—but death itself... . . 
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‘ The morning^broke ; the mi*ts of night that veiled 
the deVts between Ohv#t and Jerusalem yielded to J 
the ‘return *<Jf life* «The Aycvstjc Jtynes was coming 
do&n the mountf—lye who was called 'the ^ustf the 
brother of the .Lord. * IJe*had spent the night cofn- 
murting with God on tin? mpuntain, even ’ns the 
Master had «been wortt,* Ancj J'e loved the. spot 
wjterc' his Lord had wrestled jn agony. ’ , > 

1 *f‘ The ap&stle was going home, but, quitting,the 
olive gfove, he tarried a littlfc on’tjie hillside overy 
lookingethe valley. The sun o w'fts about to rise, a 
fresh wind scattering the curling mists. > Close by 
lay the garden of Gethseman?:; Brook Ccdron mur¬ 
mured below. Tne rbyal city opposite lifted her 
hrovtf—the proud tempte sparkling in glory—the 
temple of which one stone soon would not be left 
upon another. 

‘But James Hoped to be spared the awful sight, 
for he” lovqd his to^n and people. A solemn fore¬ 
boding told him that he would have run his race 
before and won the’ crown—a happy foreboding, for 
more than town anc| people he loved his Lord, agd 
to be withTdim for ever would be the fulness of jpy. 

‘ ‘ He was about to pfrocecd when a woman came 

uj5 to him, young and fair, but plunged in grief. 
She \vas but seybnjeen. Hot tears fhn down her 
cheek,,and shi wrung her.handsj Falling a^ the 
< ajxrctle’s fetst, sh$ implored him to pity her. Her 
husband, she 1 said, hjid’bcen sjruck'dowrf by a past¬ 
ing fever, aijd wa3 fast dying. Physicians could not 
help hin»,.lm , d they were very poor. He jnust die, 
alas, ant? they loved one another so truly! ® 

‘ The apostle looked at her in silence, arf though 
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reading her inmost soul. He knew her, for she’ had 
^been present repeatedly whin he had proclaimed the ’ 
good tidings of grace, , But faith had not yet trfken 
roflt* in* her heart; she clung to the wor’d, and the 
loVe of self was strong. It seemed hard to give^up 
the world in the flower cG youth, and harder stifl to 
yield, self.t ^he cjd man continued gazing at the 
young womah silently She felt the power of lys 
loot, r^nd was troubled. For with ail tenderf^J 
tjhere was in hi? eye a solemn seriousness, a holy 
influence over soulS which is born of God. At last 
he spoke : -- 

‘ "Woman, do you rove him truly?” - 
‘‘‘Yea, Father, with all iny heart,” replied she 
tremblingly. *• * » 

‘ ‘‘As much as yourself?” continued the apostle 
‘ “ Oh far more! ” cried she, sobs breaking her 
voice. 

‘ “ It is well, my daughter; there is ? means by 
which you may save your husband’s life. You may 
think it hard, but remember it is the only means 1 
Go about from house to house, begging charity for 
him! ” 4 * 

‘ “ Alas, Father, how should alms save him front 
dying?” 

‘ “ It is n&‘ alms of money you ; shaH ask fot, but 
alms of time. All the days, or parts-of days which 
good people for the sake of charity will yield out of • 
their own lives, ^hall be given to your husband.” 

‘ The sorrowful wife thought within herself that 
at all events some people were inclined to charity, and 
that most valued money far more than time that, 
while cleaving fo mammon, they wasted many a 
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precious day tjuite recklessly. She thanked the 
iposjle, aqd, gathering courage, went her way. 

<■ lAnd p|e’sently she was seen going about Jeru¬ 
salem, telling lyr story from do6r to door with 
humble entreaty, speaking of hea sick husband whqm 
she, letted, arid' of the servant of God who had 
directed her to the j>jty of charitable men. “Oh. 
have piercy on me,” slie cried >let i%e not risk in 
yiyi give Pje a day, oh eacn*af you, and God will 
bless ypu for ever!” 

‘ Bu^ it was quite hopeless, ^omc laughed at htfr, 
requesting to know if she were in her right mind ; 
others pushed her away rudely for even -suggesting 
such a thing ; others ,again thought it a good joke, 
but preferred not to joinjn it. Some few, however, 
seemed ready to admit the possible efficacy of the 
remedy, but were none the. less unwilling to assist 
in procuring the, means. Their own lives were pre¬ 
carious, they said ; they had much ado in order to 
provide fot -iheir families, and should not feel justi¬ 
fied in sparing any of their precious time. But, 
stfange to say, the very people who were known to 
waste time., most carelessly seemed the least willing 
to part with even an lj.our. The poor young wife 
grew faint at' meart, and the cruel taunts she met 
with Jrem some, j . ^ 

So far llily,^na no further. One of those par¬ 
oxysms broke the thread of her story, and licforc 
long that 6f ( her life. - She did (jot recover — the 
power of life was : gone ; or rather, it was as a lamp 
making a few last flickering efforts, suddenly going 
out in darkness. ... () 

Years passed. Fifteen winters Lad gone, over my 
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h«ad ; I was no longer young. I lemembered at 
dimes Lily’s broken story, a^d in some hoyr of t^ndqf - 
omotiem I was one day even prevailed p to tell’it 
to ^friend, who ?hou£h't c it so admirable that he fein 
wquld fiave known the whole. , ' 

Fifteen years! and hojv little had I* tried t& spbnd 
them in a manner wdrthy of v the lovely memory of 
her wlio was tgonef' 11 But, sfrange to tell, after tl^pt 
laps*e*of time, a strayf.n’umber of sops periodical ^3), 
intcfitfy hands. I was^ startled beyond mearure on 
Noticing a little kqry entitled, ‘ The begging wife— 
a legend of Jerusalem. 1 

Could it be Lily’s . story ? It was, indeed, not 
quite in the manner of her telling, but unmistakably 
the same, and no other ending would have scvmed 
probable. 

This, then, is the cortinuatiorr: 

1 Tht young woman came to the door of a rich 
money-changer. Having learnecj her trouble he con¬ 
sidered awhile, looking at the matter irr tne light of 
a possible speculation. The dyir.g man might have 
money, and no doubt was prepared to pay hand- 
so'mely for what,” after a'l, wad not worth a great 
surti. How much would he g, : ve f6r a ^jay ? a month'? 
a year ? Alas, the sorrowing wife mjust abandon her 
hopes!—her ^usband was poor—v<ry jjoor. 

1 Continuing her way she met' a Roman centurion. 
Theta was little prospect that he, a heathen, wcjuld 
f have a hearl^ for her; the Jewess. B\i{ he lookl-d 
good-natured and she might try.' ,' r , 

‘ Indeed the centurion understood he>- better than 
slje expected, for if he' had not faith, he h^d super¬ 
stition enough to make him credulous. 
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‘i‘ My poot'child," he said doubtfully, stroking his 
^riz^ly beard, “ b would ^ain help thee. But you seJ 
this fife o£jriine*is.so uncertain that I know'ftot fjpr 
a truth whether # I flbve any Hght tt> cfjl it mine t I 
may be dead to-m6jrow, and by Jova it woufd, be 
winced to grant away w hqj I have not got 1, Indeed 
I am not sure whether^it would* not be robbing Caesas 
of h\? due,'for my life *is solcNfo hiqn..* But’1 am 

S py sorry ^r you, ■everthelfcs# 1 Shall I giv%' you 
me jnoney?” 

' But money was not what sfyi \vanted ; she said 
so sadly, and the centurion \v^nt his way, 

‘ She next accosted a w^ll-to-do tradesman, the 
owner of* a carpe*iter’§ shop, employing hundreds o£ 
hands. That man was^one of the ten lepers whom 
the Lord had cleansed, and of whom one only turned 
back to glorify God ; but he* was not that one. The 
womaji happened to address him with the »elf-same 
word* with which they had called upon the Son of 
God—“ Master, hive mercy oqus ”! but he knew no 
mercy. Turning to the busy \ccnc in his shop^ he 
atfswered, “ Woman, look at all this work ; I cannot 
nearly mept demands, an^ yet yotf expect me to give 
t you*of the Jittle time t^cre is I Nay, you must’ask 
elsewhere.” 

. ‘ ]3ut she importuned him : “ O mJ^tcr! for Rabbi 
Ben-Mirian/s sake*who pitied you, pity me and my 
husbahd!” 

t ' The m&p had not«expecttd to £e tjiys reminded ; « 
he grew red, tH«n*pale, buf found an answdt pre¬ 
sently : 

l i l \^e11, as you seem tef know that story, your 
request is doubly unfair. Don’t you see tyow much 
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shorter my life is than that of other people, sinse 1 
ran only be said to have liyed from the day J was 
healed* Of that leprosy? It'is really too much to ex¬ 
pect pie to shorteh a liTe”already Shortened. Get tljee 
gope, wotnan*; timeds too precious for further talk.” 

‘ Having left the workshop, the p6or wife pre¬ 
sently found herself hear the^ temple. Now, filled 
with £rief tliosgh sfiu'was, she forgot not to cast her 
mite Into the treasury'.; 'And going up she rmet a prj^!^ 
whor Raving executed his ‘office, was retiring froln 
tfie house of God! . 

‘ “ Thou God of Ab.aham ! ” he cried, drawing his 
garments about him as- she meekly endeavoured to 
^iss the hem. “ Thou God of Abraham, Isaac, and 
Jacob, listen to this woman ! Arm*/ to be the victim 
of her mad request ? It is sorcery ! ’’ 

‘ “ I am neither mad nor given to sorcery,” she 
urged humbly. 

‘ “ Surely this is sorcery 1” reiterated the priest, 
looking at her disdainfully. “ Beware, lest you be 
brought into the synagogue to be= stoned !” 

‘ She next went to the house of aJrigh-born Syrian 
of’princely parentage, who had come to Jerusalem 
to enjoy his life. And he had enjoyed it, emptying 
the cup of pleasure to the very dregs. With his 
appetites blurged, he knew no longer how to waste 
his time. 

‘ She was admitted. Through an inner court, a 
paradise in itself where statses of whitest marble 
glearhed between dark - leaved shrubberies, where 
fountains played and birds "bnited in chorus, where 
sweet flowerets steeped the air with fragrance; thnpugh 
pillared halls huttg with Tyrian purple and enriched 
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with gold and ivory ; over floors of k6man mosaic 
•and. through doors opened and shut by slaves in 
jijdtgeous‘attire,—J^he reacljejl at,last to wliere Ac 
lcfrd of ajl this grandeur was taking* his luxurious 
repose after .the exfcrtios of the batfi. She fcWncU 
hifti reclining on a couch kvitfy half-closed ejses. An 
Abyssinian.slave, da/k # as nig^was coqjing the air 
about his head with a fan o£ peacock feathers - H while 
V Greek gkl, fair as the da^, stroked the ^oles of 
his fcfct with gentle touch. * BotR Jhese women w<;re 
beautiful, each after her kind^ bOt that was.not whaj^ 
the poor supplicant thought of. Still less did she 
consider»that she herself, hftlding the mean between 
Abyssinian and*Greek, united in her own person 
.thef beauty of both night and day, with her warm 
complexion and he’r lustrous eyes—that the charms 
of these women paled befort: hers, like stars outshone 
by the moon. * 

‘ r ‘ Wopan,” sgn’d the young man with languid 
voice, “ it is true, I care little foj- life ; it is a miserable 
f%rce at best But why should I present you with 
that which han£s heavy on my pwn hands? I,sec 
no reason. Philanthropy? pooh — it is give,and 
takfe in the wfidd. N< 5 w, what could you give me of 
pleasure or amusement that I have not tasted to 
the full ? I.loatjie Jifc ; gepand leave^ne to myself 1” 

‘ Crying bjfterly, the pejor wif% left 'the house of 
th< Syrian, 

But heiB w^s a sacred /nisskJn ; efte dared not 
give up—not yeti Tlysre was a certain ruler who 
lived Cor'his pleasure, and whose liberality invited 
others to share it To live, with him, meant to enj*y, 
and, apart from enjoyment, the world to his under- 
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standing wa^ a blank., He had known higher afms. 
As a youth he had observed^all the commandfnents 
ariti ha3*been anxious to e inherit ^fe.' Hr ‘was that 
sam«»yonng ifian who came to^’tho Lord, saying: 
i“AH these things hive I kept-MvhaJ Jack I yet?” 
But He ;fchom he had called Good Master told, hifn : 
"If thou wi(J be pejftjct, go t ja»d sell that thou hast, 
and give it td file poor, ^nd thou shalt have treasure 
in heaven, and comeSnd f^lloiV me!”' AndTh^f 
w^s not what the f y£>ung man had expected ; for he 
: had great, possession^' r 

‘ It was 5 turning-point in his life, and from that 
moment he ceased bclicding in an inheritance beyond 
the grave. He joined the Sadduceds, who said that 
there was no resurrection, ar.d became one of tlleiig 
most zealous followers. The poor young woman, 
therefore, could not web have asked of one more 
unlikely Vo give. The rich man replied contemptu¬ 
ously : 

‘ “ How foolish and,"surpassingly arrogant! I have 
but this one life, and do you expect me to be lavish 
of it to any chance, comer. Know that a day of my 
existence could not be paid for with all the gold of 
Ophirl You have mistaken me, my t , pretty child h 
you had better apply to the Pharisees^’ 

‘ For two fell days she continueS begging froth 
house to house, well-nigh, exhausting the streets of 
Jerusalem; but all she obtained' was, unkindly 
speeches, if n' 6 t woi se. 

‘ At the close of the seepnd day' she yielded to . 
despair, falling on the ground by the gate of Damas¬ 
cus, tired to death and undone with grief. ■ There 
she lay with a dull sense of misery. But suddenly 
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the Veil of her tears was dried^a smile Ifke a gleam, 
of supShine lighting up l^:r grief-worn face. Fatigue 
wai nothing noV ^ she r^e,quickly and went to 
where she, knew»she 4 would find the apflstle. . •• 

“‘Well, my^laughtcf, ?nd hfiw hav? you sped?" 
as lc$d lie, with loving sympathy. \ 

' “ Alas, Father, mpn^re vojjLof pity. , The world’ 
ijevi), and jts sinful desires ^re*for self Anly;” ,, 
f‘ “.You say truly* c\mpass!on is with God^ilone.” 
“* Yes,, Father, and to Him tlle/eforc will I gp. 
No ono will give me as much &if a single day, and 
many days are needed to restore my husband to my' 
love. I well-nigh despaired. * But suddenly I remem¬ 
bered that I had h life—and to judge from my great» 
jjoufti, a long life—before me. O man of God ! tell 
me^ may I not give’ of mine own abundance what 
hard-hearted men are not Willing to make up be¬ 
tween them ? My husband is half my life*to me; 
let me giv^ him, th/en, the half of my life. Let us 
live together and die together*, Or, if it must be, 
let^him have the wfiole ; I am willing to die, so that 
he may live.” * 

* 4 / • 

‘ Thus »she entreated,* the tears flowing dqwn 
gently over'her f lovelit fttce. But the apostle touched 
ht?r head with e hand of blessing, and said, deeply 
mBvod*: • * * 

‘ “ Daughtej, £>e, of good, cheer,; thou hast found 
graqe in the sigHt of God. Depart in peace ; thy 
hlsband is given, thee,*and yq shalf liv* together !” ’ 

• This is the stbry—I r ily’s last Ask me not to 
describa t/S you the impression it made on me. I 
felt Its though Lily indeed were speaking to me 
from another world. My tears fell ’on the jbage and 
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I 'bowed my head, strrowing not so much for Lily 
as for myself. 

* One thing I fplt certajn of e]jhn' then ‘ Had 'the 
choise b^en ^iven me, I would .gladly have divided 
my life with* her; hy, selfish as I was, I believe I 
could bhve given up Jhe Whole to save hers. , Ff/r I 
'did love h<jr! But^rjow wha4r,use was f he story to 
me,,, pave thaV it movpd my tears—a few tears, 
which,I was ashamed to sh*w. 

I endeavour to'conclude this letter by the fast- 
failing light. I tremble—I tremble, at the coming 
darkness. This fear, I'suspect, is chiefly bom from 
*a feeling that a night to come—we know not how 
soon—will usher in the daycf judgment Ah, fear¬ 
ful night, that will bring us to the day when ,the 
Son of Man shall come in the ebuds of heaven! 

Losl !—it is a terrible word, enclosing till the 
horrors of hell. Am I lost—lost for ever? Not yet, 
the for ever is to come, says a voice within. But 
again, is there hope? is there a possibility of bejpg 
saved ? I cannot say. Both yes and no seem 
beyond me. Sometimes T do try and cling to a 
faint shadow of hope. But it darts through my souk 
as a. flash of lightning ; > am utterly unable to hold 
it fast. At thlies, again-, when l hive gone through 
seasons of deepest suffering, a sudden calm sinks 
down upon me. Dare I think It hea’ing peace? 
But no soohe: am I aware of it than it is gone, at,d 
I even doubt that it was. . 

Of course there can be no such thing a? conver¬ 
sion in hell. But I keep asking—might it not be 
possible ■' that all these terrible sufferings, both of 
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retrospect ant? of present reality, had f>#wer to pre- 
pare^ the spul; that perchance at the moment when' 
it-ns called* put ta> rppeaf at the great judgment, it 
will flee to die Saviour ant? cl3sp His fieet for njfjrcy 
and peace*? And it 1 it were so, *hat ifrit \\%e thqu- 
saflds T)f years hence, or ,tens of thousands, how 
infinitely precious werp this lfope! Let me suffer,* 
however long, if so great; a salvMon w/;re* pqssfble in 
"p cgd. 

Lily! ah, I know that .she tJovcs me, with* a 
heaven^ tenderness akin to the, b’aviour's for His 
own. And if the power of'love—that wondrous 
mystery-^-bc more than a m»/re fable, there is at any 
rate this one bond left between me and life. For 
I^krvow my Lily;'that tymd will never break in all 
eternity. But a bond which will neither break nor 
bring about union‘surely cannot exist in the sight 
of heaijen ! * 

And again, couUf Lily be happy—enjoy salvation 
without m%?* That is another question. Can she 
be content to live \%hen I am lost ? And will Got! 
deny her what she loved most on earth, what even 
now in heaven shdl love% most, riext to Ilim? * I 
,oanr.ot bqliave it. *So tjiis leaves me with a hopd— 
a hope centrecf^n Lily. Npt because she has power 
to*save me, tyut because she had bcei^ appointed to 
lead me to the* fe*et of tlie Saviour. • Perhaps— 
perhaps it wiH'ba»given her*to do so in a futurtJage. 
iSfiie may yet show -me the *Cros% ev^» as I—all 
unworthy—showed > it to her* when she died. * Did 
she not j say J with her last? breath that we should meet 
agaia ? , And with this sure hope she fell 'asleep ip 
peace! Is it possible that God wolild have let her 
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leave me viith a pe^ce founded on *an untruth, a 
'miserable delusion, even at * the sotemn rpoment o{ 
eBtcrirt& His presence? 'Surek' it is ( knpossiJbfe. 
So f|je ^onclueiorf seems* fo lie vftryjiear, but I dare 
not—I cfare not draw it! t ,, 

Again, also—the whob of hell is burthendB vfth 
•a feeing, veiled and but dimly, understood, that tfiere 
is a possibility of rkfemption fiefore the final, wo^jd 
is spoken, when all is at ardent!. , Hope raise^ l^r, 
ffdnt, however fcebly-r-yea, a great hope. , And 
surely God, being what He is, could never let pillions 
V)f miserable souls feed* on that streak of light if it 
were mere delusion—surely, surely not! Jdc is the 
God of justice, and we receive Jthe due reward of our 
deeds; but, again, fie is j^e G6d of mercy >and 
unspeakable tenderness, who can never delight in our 
misery. And He is the God of truth ; He cannot 
let us feed on a lie 1 And yet, is, it not ppssible 
also that delusion is part of the punishment, being, 
like everything else, The outcome of a w sin-deludfed 
life^P Ah, woe is me, where is that hope which but 
a moment since illumined my soul as with a reflection 
of‘eternity ? it is T ‘ gone—,,gone,'. like a false dawn 
swallowed up in night! . 

1 give up. My heart, would bre4*k, but nothing 
ever breaks hflre. Iieajts here an* strong to.boar 
any amount of misery. 

No, we are not so ‘fortunate >as to break our 

O O 

hearts. I ay^s thinking of something else. . . . 
Ther& may be a hope left—nothirg certainly could, 
be much worse. . . . Things are desperately fast 
hfre, and'not made fof rupture All is c?us& and 
effect, past act "and consequence. Indeed, since 
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the? word ‘ heH ’ seems to have^become* fbjectionable 
( witji *vell,-bred ^ople^let me suggest their calling 
this place* 'fhe World of Consequent es ! 

• Have^you agy idea ihatTam \tritiug in an agony 
of despair ? You Vould shriwk bach frdm m<j in 
hbwof could r y° u see me.'fchough perchancc t you still' 
call me friend. May^hcavcn preserve you from ever 
Seeing me! 

ljut I fojgct % I Was^ryin^fto finish this letttr. It 
may fc>e long, very long, before you hear of irffc rfgain, 
if evej! I still will call you* friend, yet it will t>e 
natural that if all break, frieffifship too must vanisli#* 
Farewell, then, my friend Please G*od, we shall 
never meet! 

, I wrote the above as the awful night was spread¬ 
ing her wings,—oh ( how I di^aded its settling ! Every 
renewed darkness brings new agony, ne\» despair. 
And as soon as tl^e light has vanished entirely, hell 
if swept kf Everything with which imagination had 
endowed it: towrts, castles, houses, parks, churches, 
clubs, and all pteces of amusement—everything* has 
vanished, leaving ddcscijt void, £nd souls unclothed 
,'of ttugh{ busbar* being. Hell is then like a'vast 
dungeon wheje man an^ woman, rich and poor, 
orayl* aboi^t ini utter loneliness, ^hilc the light 
lasted, dusky though at best it is, one oould arrange 
onesdlf according to onc’f fancy’ having evcjything 
fcne listed, unreal though it Vere^—nyy; shadows of 
, thought: ’still iki# a kind or occupation to surround 
oneself with imagined ‘possessions ; but this terrible 
night admits of no such jugglery. It * leaves ^me 
naked, poor, forsaken, homeless, friendless—a prey 
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to‘bitter ratify. I & shrink together within tny 
miserable self, not knowing- inhere* I am, or* who ( 
m^y bcfttear me. Nor do Tcare to know, filled with 
the <jne thought that I'am 1 in the^place of lost soujs 
—lfst myself.* 

Evil .thoughts keep settling round my heaft, 
beleaguering it as the ‘ruthless r Romans did the un¬ 
happy *ci£y bf JDaviu." This\siege, too, ends with 3 
terriblfe destruction, an agon^ of suffering, the lii«^ 
of*Wfiicfi the world 4ias qever seen. 

As before, I passed the long night shuddering, 
trembling* for outward cold, but with a horrible fire 
within. Yoli say in the world, and say truly, that 
tj>ere are conflicts in which even rtrong men fail 
Alas, the hardest conflict now seems a happy coivii- 
tion, for here struggling is at arr end, as being too 
good for hell 1 There is only rating and madness 
here,—adcind of spiritual suicide even,^—but no strug¬ 
gling for victory. The soul here is a victim,-for¬ 
saken by the powers cf good. Every little 1 devil ts 
permitted to fasten his miserable claws on the help¬ 
less mind. Understand me, it is a figure of speech. 
Tltere are no devils' in this place ‘save our own evil 
desites, passions, and sinful thoughts. Satan* at* 
times is here, but, thanks be to God, fiot yet has he 
final power over the soul. 

In this very night he was present—come to look 
on the miserable beings he delight' iri considering 
his. Though pot alwa>s, yet generally, he chooser 
darkness for his visits. "As a sudden whiriwind, fejl 
but not seen, he is among us , 3 and hell is frozen with 
horror. Ail the milliotls of souls then shrink to¬ 
gether in in agony of unutterable fear, knowing that 
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on? is among*them wjho never Jcnew pity and rutK— 
.the^reafc destroyer, reiuly to destroy them. And' 
{hh is th? dreadful thing, Jtljat, though certain of )iis 
presence-p-ay, feeling it—not one of Ss cap saj^ see 
here! see th^<;I Yoifc hpar a ?racklii?g as of fir*—. 
seiJ>eQts of flame keep darting across the tenebrous 
space, showing his path ; but^where is \e, the dread 
enemy? fdis consuming e^e^t thjp Very moment 
• t^ay-be upon you, §loa\jng o,v£r your trembling _soul. 

I will*be silent—I cannot dwSl] on these horrors. 
Re it anough to say that agairf and again I felt my-^. 
self in the very grasp of the evil one, wl\o seemed tb 
dally wi*h my anguish. It took all manner of forms 
—suffice it to give one : I suddenly felt as though \ 
prefe a bottomless oc«an, in which my sins were 
swimming about like fish. And the devil sat on the 
shore, grinning afyd throwing his lines, using now 
this eAnl desire, now that, as a bait. H? was an 
expert, catching fish upon fish. Suddenly the float 
disappeared, dragged down ityo the deep—a good 
c$tch no doubt He brought it up triumphantly— 
0 Lord of pity,’ my own heart, bleeding and writh¬ 
ing! It»was honrole, horrible 1* I^et me drop the 
•.Veil! 

' This too is imagination of course, or, at worst, 
Shtan’s ow» evil pastime ,with the ^hopeless mind. 
But, nevertheless, what is there meye reaf than death ? 
an<} I*suffered aliundred deaths in that night ^ 

AHastj *t l^st^<T know not after what length of 
.time—hell was ^Iven gp again to its own state ot 
miserjwtilring to it with a ^gasp as out of a fearful 
dreSm. - 

Then I felt it a relief almost io be bdt a prey 
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once more t<S my own: evil thoughts. ?3ad aerit was, 
to be left to myself seemed £ain. As before t th& 
whole of my past life w^s iinrollNi'to irf sight, •sin 
upo«,sir^faili}re upon failure, gnltwing at my heart 
,till»it was but*a single festering wound. 

But jwith all this suffering, a longing was blended 
fnore, deep, # more burning, than any I had felt be¬ 
fore., *N»t fdr^the lire behind me,—the world s with 
its pleasures was deifd,—b^t fBr a lining soul'll 
tlyrsted—a soul tp^inderstand me. Lily, my father, 
Aunt Be^ty—from them I was separated to eternity, 
& great gu^" being fkred between them and me ; 
but my mother—my oivn mother—there was only 
fleath between me and her, acid a- wondrous truth 
lies hidden in that word — • love ‘is stronger than 
death. That was the closest bond after all—ttot 
between my mother and- me—tbi bond of Nature! 
What inf all the universe could be better -han a 
mother’s love ! With a thirsty longing my thoughts 
turned to her—O mot-her, where art thou ? 

^nd here again a great pain'side by side with 
yearning. How badly I had rewarded her love in 
life! Had I not Id^en her ■one afad all ? but she, in 
trutfi, was very little to me. * How wroi.g’y I haef. 
judged her, often thinking meanly o ? her motives, 
deeming her cold and worldly—a selfish nature to 
which the appreciation of society was more than 
the heart’s goodness—to which Christianity even \yas 
‘a mere matter ofV propriety ; Vn which faith an0 
chtfrity \Corer»$t ^tf^ng enough to'’teach her that ?«if 
atffl tl|e rifoi^T ^hquld be sacrificed, but which hesi- 
not to sacrifice even the holiest on the world’s 
altars to tfie advantage^8P sdf! 
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Hoj**»^Sck?dly I hbd thought of hci, ungrateful 
\j'retfb thaj: I wa^! I *gpeved for it now ; surely she 
h$tl»been fljp belt 4f mothers—the most perfect of 
women, loving and food ! 

These painfijJ thougl^s unnerved me—I felt weak 
m3«so?tened. ‘ O mother,«ticar, mother! ’ my' heart 
ccpt crying # with the^yajl of a child. I # care^¥)t if 
•«u laugh at me, but*I^iad corHe to ^hi%—I longed 
,<Wi<y with J:he £infple\onguj5 of the lningiy babe 
of thc^mqjher’s breast. . , 

Forjthe first time the desire* \tas strong in me to 
eturn to the upper world—ar> indescribable powef 1 
irawing |ne irresistibly. l8ie ghost nature was 
luttering within me, lifting its wings, urging me to 
gp ; *but my yearryng f§und vent in the cry only, 
' Mpther, mother! ’ * 

_ _ « _ f _ _ _ 

A ftint streak of dawn. My eye fell on £ cower¬ 
ing fifpire, ill-shaped and moaning, sunk in a heap 
aof far from *m<^ An impossible, frightful thought 
stc^le through me at* the sight My soul heaved ljkc 
a storm-lashed seS. 

The figure movedand twrncd.^'. . God in heaven, 
fkat‘terribl® fape, ghastly and distorted, it was . . . 
: t Was . . . my* mother’s! • , 

•I ^ftshed.aw^y jn hca$ong flight—I could, I 
puld dot believe it. ... } 

Buraias, my f?icnd, what matters my bclievitig it 

not-^it wms njy rwuther! > o 3 

^oor, poor m«tficr! This is the crushing alow, 

, such«^f£r& be here. I thought I had known the 
vorst—but this is awful, awful! 

What more shall I say ? Words’are pou’crless— 
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tfie despail of helU.you cannot conceive. 1 * ^ wen 
poor consolation that, bei ijg equally misarabfl^ mow, 
*e might weep ^together, uphold one Mother, £o)n- 
foitirg *|ach 'other in pain. But*even that is denited I 
Tears we haVe not—sympatjr^there is not; a,t least 
I havg* not found it—and naturally, since .lotje is 
utterly unknown h<;re. pgfo only cowpr side by 

sid®„through ^ges to cgme,-*ifeach taken up with s^Jf. 
F^lov^ship? Na^, But it i. worse than desert lc^ 
Sness. We havp not a word to say to one another ; 
we dread to look at each other. Everything between 
us is cold, dead—dead. We have our own agony 
of fire, each within the soul; but that fire Jrhich goes 
forth to warm another is as a> burnt-out crater filled 
with the ashes of despair. . u . (> 

I can no more . . . fare thee well 1 


THE END 
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